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INTRODUCING ABSOLUT MANGO 


IN AN ABSOLUT WORLD 
TRUE TASTE COMES NATURALLY 
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orking for the Man: It beats not 
Ws at all, but it's a grind. m E 
You're not paranoid if you think | | 
the Man is out to get you; you're merely | p 
perceptive. Look at Barry Bonds, maybe ا‎ 7 Be 


the greatest slugger in the history of base- 
ball. Jonathan Littman has been follow- 
ing Bonds for years and has witnessed a (MER 8 
slow-motion takedown that now feels a Littman 
hell of a lot like scapegoating. In The Per- 
secution of Barry Bonds Littman tells the 
real story, and it's not what you've been 
seeing on ESPN. Getting screwed by the 
Man is bad; getting it from the Very Bad 
Man is worse. See Liars, Cheats & Thieves 
for a catalog of Very Bad Men. Playboy 
Interview subject Seth Rogen is playing 
the Man—or a wannabe Man in a mall 
cop's uniform—in his latest film, Observe 
and Report. It's his second comedic cop 
role (he played Officer Michaels in Super- 
bad), which is ironic for an actor who plays 
a stoner in every other film. (In fact, 
wasn't Officer Michaels a pot-smoking 
cop, if memory serves? But then memory's 
the first thing to go, isn't it?) Articles and 
capitalization are all- 
important: Being the 
Man isn't all that 
cool, but being a man 
is. And measured 
against our cardinal 
rule, which is to cher- 
ish women more than 
(or at least as much 
as) anything in this 
world, author James 
Ellroy is a man in full. 
In The Hilliker Curse 
he delves into the 
loves of his life and 
the lusts of his prepu- 
bescence. The latter form us; images that d Gérard DuBols James Ellroy 
enticed us in the past tend to haunt us in І 
the present. So it is with Playmates: Hope 
Dworaozyk, Miss April 2009, will be 
seared into the memory of many a young 
man as the One, the first Playmate he saw 

or loved most. So it is with the bevy of in- — ^ 
ternational beauties who posed at the | 

Mansion, searing themselves into the 
memories of young men from Amsterdam 
to Bucharest. So it is with the late Bettie 
Page, who died in December. An icon 
among sex symbols, her images still sear, 
smoke and startle 50 years after they 
were taken. Noted entertainment writer 
Neal Gabler bids Bettie, our January 
1955 Playmate, a fond farewell. Also in 
this issue we have a masterful short story 
by PLAYBOY favorite Jay MoInerney, with 
the Fitzgeraldian title The Last Bachelor, 
illustrated by Gérard DuBois. We also 
hear from two digital-age heavyweights: 
pundit Lawrence Lessig, who expounds 
on the government's failed antipiracy 
campaign in Forum, and Bob Parsons, 
who in our Success column recalls his 
long strange trip from Vietnam grunt to 
GoDaddy.com CEO. CEO—doesn't that 
make him the Man? Yes, but he's a Nice 
Man. We promise. Neal Gabler Lawrence Lessig 


Bob Parsons 
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Drop the extra two wheels with 
as he checks out the latest 
motorcycle manna. 


THE PLAYBOY BAR: GIN 


Jumping juniper! It's time to toast the liquor 
that still leaves our martinis shaken. 


THE HILLIKER CURSE 


In the first of a four-part mernoir, literary 

legend offers his treatise 

on the male romantic urge and chronicles 

his pursuit of the fairer sex. 

LIARS, CHEATS & THIEVES 

calls out the high- 

powered financial players who sent us 

screaming into economic collapse. 


Baseball's greatest home-run hitter is scheduled to go on trial for perjury this month in 
the climax of the nastiest sports scandal in decades. Is Bonds the real villain? Investiga- 
tive reporter reveals the dirty details in this PLAYBOY exclusive. SETH ROGEN 


He got her knocked up, he has been super- 
bad, and soon this stoner hero will unleash 
his inner superhero as the Green Hornet. 
laughs along with our 
cover boy about his unlikely meteoric rise. 


AMY SMART 
The sexy Crank star cranks it up a notch 
for with off-the-cuff re- 
marks about pole dancing, kissing girls, 
public sex and more. 


THE LAST BACHELOR 
A socialite stud who has bedded well- 
bred women has one last fling with an 
ex-flame before he gets married, in this 
story by 


Funnyman Seth Rogen has risen to the top of 
his class by making relatable and often raunchy 
comedies. Now he's thefirst male interview sub- 
ject to appear on our cover since Jerry Seinfeld 
in 1993. Photographer Sam Jones immortalizes 
the moment with Rogen and Miss April Hope 
Dworaczyk. Our Rabbit is a true fan. 5 
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REMEMBERING 
BETTIE PAGE 


The iconic pinup goddess's best 
photos reveal a sexual playfulness 
that is timeless and unforgettable. 
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HEF SIGHTINGS, MANSION FROLICS AND NIGHTLIFE NOTES 


A MAGIC 
EVENING AT 
A LAKERS GAME 
The Staples Center had 
extra sizzle with Hef and the 
girls In attendance. Lakers 
owner Dr. Jerry Buss In- 
vited them to watch In his 
personal box, and Hall 
of Famer Magic Johnson 
dropped by to say hello to 
the Man. Kobe Bryant lit up 
the court with 39 points, 
and Hef and the girls lit up 
the In-house video screen 
when the “kiss cam" was 
pointed at them. 


memorable movie, the one that made him a star." 
Karlssa and Kristina Shannon and Crystal Harris spent 
thelr first Christmas Eve at the Mansion with Hef. The four- 
some had dinner, watched a movie, then opened presents $ 
and reached Into their Christmas stockings—and we're not 


OF MICE AND THE MAN 

Two fantasy worlds met when Hugh Hefner took his new girlfriends to 
Disneyland. Hef, Karlssa, Kristina, Crystal and Playboy party posse regular 
Anna Berglund took In Disney's winter wonderland. This was the first trip to the 


Anahelm theme park for the Florida Shannon Twins. 


GIRLS NEXT DOOR BOOK SIGNING 

Kendra, Holly and Bridget have a runaway hit TV show 
with The Girls Next Door and now a hugely successful 
book by the same title. Only a month into publication, it 
warranted a second printing. They signed coples at the 
Playboy Store In Caesars Palace, Las Vegas. 


| AND LINGERIE _ 
| AT Wm. f | 


A BANNER YEAR 
Couldn't you make it easier on us 
and crown 12 co-Playmates of the Year 
(Playboy's Playmate Review, January)? 
Jack Holsombeck 
Durham, North Carolina 


I would like to salute the increasing 
ethnic diversity of the Playmates. I hope 
you will offer this honor to more women 
of color. As they say, variety is the spice of 
life, and beauty is beauty in any shade. 

T.R. Foley 
San Francisco, California 


Despite having read плувоу for 50 
years and traveled around the world, I 
was blown away by Ida Ljungqvist when 
she appeared as your March 2008 Play- 
mate. That she was discovered by PMOY 
2007 Sara Jean Underwood caps it for 
me. Ida has my vote, and with any luck, 
things will be fine in 2009. 

| Lex Nuss 
Russellville, Arkansas 


SOUND BITES 
Playboy Interview's Greatest Hits (Janu- 
ary) is informative and entertaining, but 
it's surprising you couldn't find room for 
Ayn Rand, whose March 1964 interview 
transformed many readers' lives and 
thinking, including my own. My choice 
for the quintessential Rand quote would 
have been *Collectivism, as an intellec- 
tual power and a moral ideal, is dead. 
But freedom and individualism, and 
their political expression, capitalism, 
have not yet been discovered." 
Don Hauptman 
New York, New York 
At a Christie's auction in 2003, Hauptman 
purchased the galleys of our Rand interview. 
His article about her e edits is posted at 
atlassociety.org (search for "Playboy"). 


THE HEFNER BOYS 
It is a pleasure to meet Marston and 
Cooper Hefner; before their January 
20Q, I hadn't known they existed. I 
expected them to be spoiled, snotty and 
holier-than-anybody, simply because they 
can be, but they come off as intelligent, 
respectful, well-spoken and mature. 
Their thoughtful answers seem to be the 
result of quality parenting. 
Christopher Barnes 
Allentown, Pennsylvania 
As Hef will tell much credit for that 
to their rg Kimberly Conrad ire ET. 


BRANSON POWER 

As a former United Steelworkers union 
local president, I believe CEOs would be 
well served to stop crying about labor 
and take a page out of Richard Branson's 
management book (Playboy Interview, Jan- 
uary). They should instruct their man- 
agers to provide employees with a living 
wage, good health care and safe work- 
ing conditions and to be fair regarding 
discipline and seniority. Workers would 


DEAR PLAYBOY 


Hooters Heaven 


I thoroughly enjoyed Joe Queenan's 
article about his attempt during a cross- 
country trip to eat only at Hooters res- 
taurants (The Great Hooters Road Trip, 
January). I can only imagine the fun he 
had, not to mention the intestinal dis- 
tress. Queenan wondered if there were 
any Hooters in Montana, and indeed 
there is one, right here in Missoula. 
Since this is the home of the University 
of Montana, we have plenty of volup- 
tuous vixens waiting to serve him on his 
next trip to Big Sky Country. 

Craig Happ 
Missoula, Montana 


soon realize unions are unnecessary. In 
the meantime.... 

Shawn Houston 

New Philadelphia, Ohio 


ELECTRIC ELECTRA 
Pam Anderson is a PLAYBOY favorite, but 
give me Carmen Electra (Icon, January) 
any day. She has it all, from head to toe. 
Russ Sinni 
Leland, North Carolina 


Great pictorial, but I'm curious: In the 
Playbill photo Carmen has a Mona Lisa 
smirk. Photographer Willy Camden says 
there was a lot of laughter during the 
shoot. So how about giving us a shot of 
Carmen smiling? 

Charles Gray 
Whitmore, California 


ite 


We'll take the lip lick over a smile any day. 


You committed what can only be called 
a crime by printing the most stunning 
photo of Carmen over two pages, cutting 
her neatly in half. 
Daniel McKay 
Fargo, North Dakota 


Carmen Electra remains the greatest 
icon ever to come out of Cincinnati. 
Steve Wurzbacher 

Alexandria, Kentucky 


THE 55, REVISED 

'Thank you for recognizing Alfred Kin- 
sey as the most important figure in sex 
of the past 55 years (The 55 Most Impor- 
tant People in Sex, January). We agree. 
What PLAvBov readers may not know is 
that the Kinsey Institute for Research in 
Sex, Gender and Reproduction is alive 
and well and still conducting research. 
We also maintain a collection of all things 
sexual—film, art, photography and other 
materials—spanning ages and cultures. 
Our new website, kinseyconfidential.org, 
offers podcasts and answers to common 
sexual questions. We are hopeful the 
institute will continue Kinsey's work for 
generations to come. 

Jennifer Bass 
Bloomington, Indiana 

Bass is communications director at the Kin- 

sey Institute at Indiana University. 


Your list overlooks Screw’s Al Goldstein, 
whose magazine was the Consumer Reports 
for patrons of massage parlors, strip joints 
and adult theaters, and Hustler's Larry 
Flynt, who took a bullet in the back for 
challenging prudes and religious zealots. 

ilio Hugh Cook 
Hickory Hills, Illinois 


You should have mentioned Carol 
Doda, who in the 1960s pioneered top- 
less dancing with implants the likes of 
which had never been seen before. 

Henry Wolff Jr. 
Victoria, Texas 


Where's Jacqueline Kennedy Onas- 
sis, the first sexy and glamorous first 
lady? She was stalked by paparazzi, pho- 
tographed topless and had one of the 
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Bunnies, music 
and Jack. 


The guy who planned this 
party was obviously gifted. 


Our annual Late Night Party at 
SXSW was pure genius. There 
was live music, Jack Daniel's 
Tennessee whiskey, and eight 
(count them, eight) Playboy 
Bunnies making the rounds. 
And because it's Playboy's 
55th anniversary, chis year's 
party felt all che more spirited. 
Get behind che scenes with 
exclusive pictures and video at 


Rock smart. 
Drink responsibly. 


ES 
» 
- 
t 


JISTILLERY 


I 


sexiest voices ever. Further, how could 
you ignore publisher Maurice Girodias, 
Allen Ginsberg, Norman Mailer, Raquel 
Welch, Sophia Loren and Marilyn Cham- 
bers? As for Monica Lewinsky (6), if Pres- 
ident Clinton had been less of a son of a 
bitch, he would have resigned and given 
Al Gore the bully pulpit. Clinton, not his 
intern, gave us George W. Bush. 

/'aughn Marlowe 

Flint, Michigan 


Where's Xaviera Hollander, whose 
1971 book The Happy Hooker: My Own 
Story has sold 16 million copies? A new 
film documents her role as a sexual revo- 
lutionary (robertdunlappresents.com). 

Pat Hanson 
Marina, California 


You made some truly asinine choices, 
especially among the women. Lewinsky 
is no revolutionary, and if Marilyn Mon- 
roe is included (which can't be avoided), 
Bettie Page must be also: Unlike Monroe, 
Page was a sexual progressive who acted 
out of her own beliefs and confidence. 

Celeste Agnes 
Ottawa, Ontario 


How could you not mention any of the 
players in the 1991 Clarence Thomas 
hearings? I was an HR manager at the 
time, and when the shit hit the fan I had 
women bitching to me about everything 
under the sun. One example: “He said I 
had a pretty dress." She wanted the guy 
fired. How many men lost their job over 
spurious and vindictive sexual harass- 
ment charges? Thanks to that debacle, 
our working lives are a lot shittier. 

Steven Levine 
Las Vegas, Nevada 
Read many more responses to the list of 55 


in The Playboy Forum, starting on page 117. 


A FOND FAREWELL 
Christopher Hitchens needs to get real: 

Richard Nixon is the worst president ever 
(Playbill, January)? Not even close. He's 
third, Ronald Reagan is second, and 
George W. Bush takes the booby prize. 
Later in the issue, in What W Did, Hitch- 
ens writes, “The U.S.'s very existence is 
incompatible with totalitarianism." The 
Native Americans we murdered and the 
blacks and Chinese we enslaved prob- 
ably would not agree. Now that we are so 
invested in China, shouldn't we put pres- 
sure on its leaders to stop human-rights 
abuses? Is this nation in such debt that we 
dare not piss anyone off? 

Joseph DiBlanca 

Highland, New York 


How refreshing it is to read Hitchens's 
essay. Usually I scan the first few para- 
graphs of your left-leaning ramblings, 
then move on to the real talent (i.e., the 
women). Bush did not lead a model admin- 
istration, but he was a bouncer. Bouncers 
are big, so they don't have to fight all the 


time. Barack Obama is no bouncer, and 
the bar is about to get rowdy. 

Brad Kokoski 

Fort Mill, South Carolina 


Howdy Doody and Darth Vader cor- 
rupted the CIA, the military, the Jus- 
tice and Treasury departments and our 
environmental policy, and they have 
destroyed our credibility. How can you 
blame any of that on the State Depart- 
ment or the CIA? Bush and Cheney's 
boys and girls were in charge of those. 

Sean McNamee 
Wallingford, Connecticut 


HAPPY MEMORIES 

As a kid, I used to “borrow” my older 
brother's PLAYBOYS and show them off to 
all my buddies. So I enjoyed your senti- 
mental journey through the decades (55 
Beautiful Years, January). With pinups 


Marilyn Cole, Miss January 1972 and PMOY 1973. 


such as Ursula Andress and Jo Collins, the 

1960s were a great time to come of age. 
Wesley Fielder 
Dallas, Texas 


No Marilyn Cole in the 1970s? 
Pandhar Nemani 
Canonsburg, Pennsylvania 


No Teri Weigel in the 1980s? 
Ken Rebstock 
Burleson, Texas 


No Victoria Silvstedt in the 1990s? 
Paul Nathan Jr. 
Cheektowaga, New York 


If there is a Guinness World Record 
category for most nipples displayed in a 
magazine, the January issue wins. 

Bart Varelmann 
Spring Hill, Florida 


55 Beautiful Years confirms that God 
truly loves mankind. 
John Sadowski 
Jackson, Michigan 
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Was it the name of the very first still? Or did the seventh recipe 
make the best sippin' whiskey of all? Maybe Mr. Jack just felt 
seven was his lucky number. Truch be told, no one knows the 
origin or significance of "Old No. 7" on our label. Except Mr. 


Jack. And we won't be hearing from him any time soon. 


WHAT THE LABEL DOESN'T TELL YOU, A SIP WILL. 


А ۱ 
ENJOY OUR WHISKE 


JACK DANIEUS and OLD NO, 7 are г 
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TH THE SAME CARE WE PUT INTO MAKING IT. 
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PLAY TO PARTY @ 
THE PLAYBOY MANSION... 


An Evening of 
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The Absolute Poker Experience for 
you and a friend @ The Playboy Mansion. 


Qualify for Free today at AbsolutePoker.net... 
Your own VIP tickets to the Kandyland party. 


Qualify - Future Event 
Y July 2009 - Kandyland at the Palms with celebrity VIP after-party in the Hugh Hefner Suite. 


No purchase necessary, Absolslepckeinet в not a gambling site. Kandyland at the Playboy Mansion i produced by Ascendant Markeling & Mado. LLC and the Karna Foundation. 
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PLAYBOY AFTER 


BECOMING ATTRACTION 


Hayley 
Marıe 
Norman 


Mercedes pulls up to a cafe 

on Melrose Avenue, and star 

power steps out. She's an ex- 
ceedingly groovy chick, rocking a 
retro Afro, much cleavage and bell- 
bottoms. This would be our lunch 
date—actress Hayley Marie Norman, 
best known for now as model num- 
ber 25 on Deal or No Deal. The hair is 
her calling card and a deliberate 
one. Her idol is 1970s blaxploitation 
queen Pam Grier, and Hayley dreams 
of playing Grier's vengeful lead char- 
acter in a remake of Coffy. "Pam is 
the epitome of what a woman is to 
те, says Hayley, who at 36-26-36 is 
nothing to sneeze at. "She's a curvy, 
gorgeous woman who's not apolo- 
getic about who she is. She's strong, 
sexy and elegant, but she can hold 
her own. In Coffy, to protect herself 
she hides razor blades in her Afro. 
That is so badass.” Further evidence 
of the Grier complex peeks out of her 
low-rise jeans: Afroed versions of the 
famous mud-flap girl are tattooed on 
each hip. "One is me,” she explains. 
"The other is Pam." Until her dream 
gig arrives, Hayley is getting outside 
the Deal or No Deal box with plenty 
of acting. Her movies include the re- 
cent cheerleader comedy Fired Up! 
and the upcoming action film 
Nephilim. But on the Starz series 
Crash, Hayley is really turning up the 
heat. She plays Justice, a bad girl 
who seduces one of the male leads. 
"At first I struggled with doing things 
that were a little sexier,” she admits. 
"Now I've embraced it. I don't mind 
sexy if there's intelligence beneath it. 
It's 2009. Golden Globe winner Kate 
Winslet is so sexy, and she's done 
nudity. I've done a couple of nude 
scenes on Crash, and it was liberat- 
ing, even cathartic. I did my own lit- 
tle Kate Winslet" Naked Kate Wins- 
let with an Afro—there's a fantasy 
even we've never conjured before. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY 
STEPHEN WAYDA 


AFTER HOURS 


All You Other Slim Shadys 


Will the Next 
Eminem Please 
Stand Up? 


After five years in the studio Eminem is 
finally gearing up for the spring release of 
Relapse. Has his long absence left the door 
open for a Caucasian challenger? We did a 
microphone check on lyrical pretenders to 
the throne. 


MY NAME IS: Asher Roth 

FLOW: Despite having a vocal timbre almost 
identical to Eminem's, Roth eschews Shady's 
grit, opting for good-time storytelling 
instead. The Atlanta-based MC has been 
praised by no less than Jay-Z and André 3000 
and was the subject of a record-label bid- 
ding war last year. 

ODDS: 5 to 1. Not the original but an impres- 
sive party-friendly redesign. 

MY NAME IS: Metermaids 

FLOW: A two-for-one deal. NYC underground 
MCs Sentence and Swell distinguished them- 
selves from the pack with an EP mash-up of 
vocals from their album Nightlife with the 
music of Sufjan Stevens's Illinoise. Get it for 
free at metermaidsnyc.com/illinoise. 

ODDS: 10 to 1. Indie-rock appeal may dam- 
age their street cred. 

MY NAME IS: Aesop Rock 

FLOW: This speedy lyricist is a veteran of the 
somewhat pretentious underground circuit; in 
2002 "Daylight" was a hipster anthem and 
deservedly so. He's the proud antithesis of 
commercial hip-hop, but his cult keeps grow- 
ing. Could he reach a tipping point? 

ODDS: 50 to 1. Making your first Pro Bowl 
after seven years in the game is rare. 


Five Things to Do to Make It Through 
Survival Guide: April 


Chat Porn 


Twitter.com is a website that (among other things) lets 
ordinary guys keep tabs on hot babes. Mischa Barton, 
Tina Fey and a host of porn stars post there, but our fa- 
vorite is Olivia Munn. Chart her every move at twitter 
.com/oliviamunn. You know you want this: 

Jan. 18: "Just saw Stevie Wonder—still blind." 

Jan. 14: "Too much hair spray in my mouth!!" 

Jan. 12: "My pulse is racing for some reason—any ideas 
why? Let's hear thoughts. My guess—STD." 

Jan. 8: "AEE [Adult Entertainment Expo] must be out—porn 
stars everywhere!! Must use entire bottle of PurelL" 

Jan. 4: "Call the fire dept. I'm burning down my house!" 


Spend April in London, not Paris. The upside 
(if any) to the recent U.S. economic crisis? 
It sure took that British pound down a peg. 
The Financial Forecast Center cautions that 
the pound will surge in May, June and July, 
so take advantage of the good rate now. 
Smoke up. It's always 4:20 somewhere, 
and on 4/20 it's 4:20 everywhere, all day. 
Even at 4:21 it's still 4:20 on 4/20. Whoa. 
Get some rest. You'll need your wits 
about you for Sleep Dealer, the best 
screen sci-fi since The Matrix. The Mexi- 
can film is subtitled, so you'll have to 
stick with it—at least until the 19:06 
mark. That's when caliente Leonor Varela 
enters. Attention grabbed. 


Smuggle it in. You'll catch a meaningless 
early-season baseball game. You'll eat a 
couple of hot dogs. But what kind of mustard 
will you get? Don't take a chance—stash a 
bottle of the best stuff, Cleveland's famous 
Bertman Ball Park Mustard, in your jacket. 
Your wiener will thank you. 


Contemplate death. Taxes are never a pic- 
nic, particularly in a recession, but they beat 
the other thing Ben Franklin told us was 
certain. You're poorer than you were last 
year, and you're sending a good deal of 
what little you have to Uncle Sam. But really;- 
is death's sweet release more appe 
than filling out your 1040 and Schedu d 
On second thought, don't answer that. 


The Breaks 
Aaron Paul’s 
Hollywood Story 


With roles on two of TV's best 
shows, Aaron Paulis certainly 
on the way up. Both of his 
characters are young men 
with issues: On HBO's Big 
Love he plays a disillusioned 
former Mormon, and on AMC's 
Breaking Bad he plays a meth 
dealer. We asked about his 
own struggles during his 12- 
year journey from Boise to 
prime time. 

"I grew up in Idaho, and to 
raise money to come to Los 
Angeles I worked as a mascot 
for two radio stations. For the 
country station I wore a giant 
frog costume, and for the rock 
station I was a giant tookie bird. 
Itwas really pathetic and embar- 
rassing earning 10 bucks an 
hour when it was 100 degrees 
outside, with kids running up and 
slapping the back of my head. 

"I moved to L.A. at 17, doing 
odd jobs and sharing a studio 
apartment. One week my 
roommate would have the bed 
and I'd get the walk-in closet, 
and the next week we'd switch. 
The rent was $500. We were 
just doing whatever we had to 
do to survive. 

"A few years back I had no 
other options. I had never 
asked my family for a dime, 
and I promised myself I never 
would. I was so close to giving 
up—thinking to myself, Is this 
it? Do I start thinking of other 
options? So I called my mom 
and asked if she would pay my 
rent that month. She knew how 
hard it was for me to ask. She 
paid three months, and then I 
got Big Love. I was working 
my way out, but I was still 
depressed. I had been doing 
this for so long. And then I got 
Breaking Bad." 


SEE MORE OF ALEXIA AT CLUB.PLAYBOY.COM. 


APPLY TO BE AN EMPLOYEE OF THE MONTH AT PLAYBOY.COM/POSE. 


Another Round? 
Masters Drinking Game 


No American sporting event is more twee 
than the Masters, and the forced reverence in 
CBS's coverage can make even die-hard golf 
fans cringe. We're not saying don't watch it— 
just consider doing so with drinks in hand: 


*When Jim Nantz says "a tradition like none 
other," take a sip of fine cabernet. ‘When he 
mentions loblolly pine, finish your glass of 
cabernet. ‘When David Feherty says some- 
thing quaintly Irish, do a shot of Jameson. 
«When Nantz calls Peter Oosterhuis "Oostie;" 
chug a Bass pale ale. If Oostie mentions 
loblolly pine, pour Bass into your wine and 
down it. *Down a snifter of brandy every time 
the camera cuts to Butler Cabin. *If Oostie 
is in Butler Cabin, pour Bass into your brandy 
and down it. «If Oostie and Feherty are in 
Butler Cabin, mix Jameson, Bass and brandy 
and attempt to drink it. «If Oostie and Feherty 
are naked in a loblolly pine, congratula- 
tions—you have passed out and are having a 
disturbing dream. 


Employee of the Month 


Where do you work? 
ALEXIA: I'm a surgical assistant 
for an oral surgeon. We perform oral 
biopsies, jaw reconstructions and 
implants. That's dental implants— 
not the other kind of implants. 
What role do you play? 
ALEXIA: I prep the patients for sur- 
gery, sterilize the instruments, hand 
the doctor his tools during the proce- 
dure and help the patient in post-op. 
Y: Do you have a favorite den- 

tal instrument? 
ALEXIA: The Cogswell elevator. It 
looks like a beak, and in reconstruc- 
tive surgery we use it to 

LAYBOY: Actually, we don't want to 
know. Do patients hit on you? 
ALEXIA: It happens from time to 
time, most often when they are under 
anesthetic. When they are coherent 
they may not say a word to me, but 
once they're under they'll start telling 
me how pretty they think I am. 

'BOY: Only from time to time? 
ALEXIA: At work I wear baggy scrubs, 
a face mask and goggles. I don't even 
put on makeup because my face is 
covered for the whole shift. 

PLAY : When you meet a guy, do 
you check out his teeth? 

ALEXIA: Yes. Before I even talk to him 
I scope that out. A lot of people don't 
take care of themselves. If that's how 
you take care of your teeth, what does 
that tell me about the rest of your hy- 
giene or how clean your house is? 
Sometimes guys who are dating my 
friends will come in for an office visit. I 
see what's going on in their mouth 
and I think, She's kissing that? 


AFTER REVIEWS 


Movie of the Month 
| Love You, Man 


In the hilariously sharp I Love You, Man, 
Paul Rudd is a buttoned-down real estate 
agent so strapped for guy friends that he 
auditions strangers to be the best man at 
his upcoming wedding. In this big, rau- 
cous comedy directed by John Hamburg 
(Along Came Polly), Rudd bonds so quick- 
ly with wild man Jason Segel that it seri- 
ously dings his relationship with his hot 
fiancée, Rashida Jones. "This is about 
two guys who wear their emotions on 
their sleeves, like my friends and me— 
schlubby and not macho at all," says 
Rudd. "Jason and I laughed like school- 
girls making it, because we're so far down 
from alpha males, we're delta males. We 
are perfect for a bromance movie." Segel, 
who matches Rudd yuk for yuk in the 
flick, adds, "Dur own bromance actually 
started while we were hanging at the pool 
bar in bathing suits during Forgetting Sar- 
ah Marshall. For I Love You, Man, Paul 


and I shot a scene at a Rush concert—the 
coolest band ever—and we danced to- 
gether and got more and more risqué. 
Any guy who has a best friend he gets 
stupid with can relate to this movie." 


Russell Crowe is in a State of 
Play; Vin Diesel feels Fast & Furious again; 
Seth Rogen falls for Anna Faris in Observe 
and Report. 


Julia Roberts and Clive Owen play spies in Duplicity, but will it be a blockbuster? Probably not. Their previous 
screen teaming, Closer, made just $34 million domestically. Their most recent successes are as supporting players. 
Roberts's last movie to break $100 million was 2004's Ocean's Twelve; Owen's was 2002's The Bourne identity. 


Known 
as a teenage hell-ralser and 
ace World War 1 pilot, director 
William “Wild BIU” Wellman 
fearlessly tackled controver- 
за subjects In pre-Code Hol 
lywood. These six films—in- 
cluding 
(pictured), and 

—feature a 
drug-addicted war vet, two 
toxic Love triangles and a mad- 
am whose adopted son turns 
DA and seeks to destroy her 
business. A Richard 
Schickel documentary on Well 
man. УУУ | —BryanReesman 


А 


ВОДИ ЕЕ Tease Frame 


This award- 


sequel, James Bond (Danlel Cralg) 
seeks vengeance for his lover's death 
and finds a kindred spirit Ina revenge- 
driven woman. More Bourne than Bond, 
this 22nd 007 outing Is the most action- 
packed and the highest grossing. 
“Another Way to Die” music 
video. (BD) УУУ  —Robert B. DeSalvo 


winning epic Is about an orphaned Mum- 
bal tea server who competes on the 
Indian version of Who Wants to Be aMil- 
lionaire white trying to reunite with his 
lost love. Intensely personal, It fills the 
senses with pungent visuals. 

Director Danny Boyle's frank com- 
mentary. (BD) YYYY —BuzzMcciain 


Alluring English actress Emily Blunt is probably best known 
to American audiences as the scene-stealer in The Devil 
Wears Prada and for her part in the doomed lesbian romance 
My Summer of Love (pictured). See her now in Sunshine 
Cleaning, in which she and Amy Adams star as sisters who 
start a successful crime-scene cleanup business. 


Also in gaming... 


HALO WARS (360) Unlike previous 
Halo games, Wars goes off in a new 
direction, taking the franchise on a real- 
time-strategy side trip. The innovative 
console-friendly control scheme is in- 
teresting and improves the play, but 
make sure you're in the mood for re- 


source building and combat by proxy 
instead of head shots. ¥¥¥ Scott Stein 


PUZZLE QUEST: GALACTRIX (360, 
DS, PC) The original Puzzle Quest 
breathed new, virulently addictive life 
into gem-matching puzzles by wrapping 
them in swords and sorcery. Galactrix 
takes things to outer space with new 
modes and a hexagonal playing field 
that requires rewiring your strategic 
thinking. VVV Scott Alexander 


Game of the Month 


Resident Evil 5 


This latest installment of the splatterific horror 
franchise is available for both 360 and PS3 and 
moves the action to a vaguely African setting 
(as opposed to the vaguely Eastern European 
environs of RE4). In it, we follow the series’ 
original protagonist, Chris Redfield, as he 
squares off against yet another batch of former 
humans who've been mutated by a hideous new 
bio-terror virus. This time he's brought trim, 
sexy Sheva along for the ride, adding the possi- 
bility of co-op play to the mix. Unfortunately, 
though she's easy on the eyes, her presence 
subverts the signature ambience of the series: a 
queasy, horrifying Loneliness. That said, the co- 
op play works quite well, and mowing down 
waves of machete-wielding creeps still brings 
much joy, even more with a pal. The controls 
have been modified to bring them in line with 
other modern third-person shooters, but the 
pace is still very Resident Evil: plodding, menac- 
ing and brutal. УУУУ; —Scott Jones 


Killzone 2 (PS3) isn't just 
the best shooter ever on 
the PS3, it's also the 
most graphically im- 
pressive console game 
ever made, the one that 
finally pays off your PS3 
purchase. Now go kill 
yourself some Helghast. 


Where do new musical styles come from? Usually it 
takes an assembly of special talent in one place. Rock 
and roll busted out of Memphis in the 1950s, and jazz 
began in fin de siécle New Orleans. Dub music, which 
started in Jamaica in the late 1960s, was born out of 
necessity and technical opportunity. Enterprising pro- 
ducers cut basic rhythm tracks for different artists to 
sing over. Eventually these disassembled riddim tracks 
took on lives of their own. In 1958 Vincent and Patricia 
Chin opened their studio at 17 North Parade in down- 
town Kingston. Studio 17 quickly became a favorite with 
reggae producers like Lee "Scratch" Perry and Niney 
the Observer for its distinctly taut "ghetto" sound. With 
the crack rhythm section of Sly Dunbar and Lloyd Parks, 
it's no wonder 17 North Parade became ground zero for 
some of the most powerful music of the 20th century. 
The first dub recordings were made there by engineer 
Errol Thompson and producer Clive Chin. To celebrate 
the studio's 50th anniversary, VP Records has created 
the 17 North Parade imprintto reissue classics of Kings- 
ton music, from Dennis Brown to Freddie McGregor, 
along with an amazing series of anthologies of reggae 
rarities. It's surprising how up-to-date these recordings 
sound and how vibrant the music remains today. If you 
wantto learn more about Jamaican music, Randy's 50th 
Anniversary anthology is a good place to start. If you're 
already a devotee, check out Joe Gibbs's Scorchers 
From the Mighty Two. —Leopold Froehlich 


ELSEWHERE AT PLAYBOY 


What Playboy's Kind of Man Reads 


In our quest to enumerate everything a man should do, see and know, 
Playboy.com brings you "The Top 20 Books Every Man Must Read." Freako- 
nomics, Dune and the Army Field Manual—though each has its merits—aren't 
on it; our list is largely capital-L Literature. We have stories of war (Michael 
Herr's Dispatches), poverty (George Orwell's Down and Out in Paris and London) 
and crime (Raymond Chandler's The Long Goodbye). Antiheroes modern and 
classic: a boozing Giants fan (Frederick Exley's A Fan's Notes) and a melancholy 
Dane (Hamlet). And then there are the tough sons of bitches— James Ellroy, 
Norman Mailer, Hunter S. Thompson and Ernest Hemingway—who are manly 
but not meatheaded. Haven't read them all? What are you, some kind of pussy? 


Playboy Radio 


Playboy Morning 
Show hosts Andrea 
Lowell and Kevin 
Klein know breasts. 
It's Andrea's job to 
get hers out and con- 
vince guests to do 
the same. Kevin gets 
to watch. We asked 
for their top tit picks. 
PLAYBOY: Who has the best breasts, bar 
none, ever unleashed on your show? 
ANDREA: This 19-year-old hottie Sarah 
Duncan, from Orange County, has the 
best natural 34DDs ever—big, round, 
firm and all-around perfection. 
KEVIN: Any of the lovely ladies who 
dare to bounce on our Topless Tram- 
poline. They all Look good bouncing. 
PLAYBOY: Who has the biggest natu- 
ral breasts? 
ANDREA: Hands down, 34G Playmate 
Miriam Gonzalez. A close second is 34F 
Special Editions model Jelena Jensen 
(1). I know those beauties quite well. 
KEVIN: Many would argue that I'm 


the biggest natural boob in the studio. 
PLAYBOY: Who has the biggest aug- 
mented breasts? 

ANDREA: Playboy TV's Heidi Hawking 
has some bigguns. They feel great, too! 
KEVIN: Well, we see enough saline in 
the studio to flood Hollywood, but I'll 
say Playmate Spencer Soott. 
PLAYBOY: Size isn't everything. Whose 
are the firmest you've felt on air? 
ANDREA: I have to say my own (2). 


Playboy TV 
Seeing 
the 
Sites 


Bulletin: There is 
porn on the In- 
ternet. And be- 
hind every porn 
site are entrepre- 
neurs with vision 


and women with = 


sex appeal galore. On the new Playboy TV 
show e-Rotic, a rotating cast of hosts— 
Bridget Banks (above), Kate Brenner and 
two lovable dorks named Justin and 
Jacob— go backstage at some of the web's 
hottest URLs. Whatever you're into, our 
crew will take you there. At FTVGirls.com 
Bridget learns about founder Robert 
Smith's ultranatural style of photography, 
then poses for the master. Kate spends a 
day with the tattooed and pierced alterna- 
vixens of GodsGirls.com. Justin and Jacob 
get the choice assignments of directing a 
boy-girl scene at AsianDivaGirls.com and 
getting spanked by six-foot-five domina- 
trix Goddess Severa. Thank you, ma'am, 
may we have another? 


e-Rotic airs Fridays at 9:30 p.m. Eastern and 
Pacific time, starting April 10, on Playboy TV. 


KEVIN: I am contractually obligated 
to sit on my hands when the guests get 
naked. But I've got a pretty firm ass. 
PLAYBOY: Who has the best nipples? 
ANDREA: Barbie Murdock (3). They 
are the perfect size, shape and shade 
of pink. You just want to kiss them! 
KEVIN: Hard to say. Usually, I can't 
see the nipples because they're either 
in Andrea's hands or in her mouth. 
Playboy Radio is at Sirius and XM 99. 


PLAYBOY'S CITY GUIDE 


Center Stage 


Where to Party 
in New Orleans 


Start off the day at Lafitte's Blacksmith Shop (941 
Bourbon Street), one of the best watering holes in America. 
Intimate, candlelit and far off the Jell-O-shot circuit. 
Essential drinks: Have a ramos gin fizz and a sazerac at 
the Napoleon House (500 Chartres Street, napoleonhouse 
.com). Happy hour: It's not much of a tradition in a city 
where alcohol is poured around the clock, but the Dungeon 


(738 Toulouse Street, originaldungeon.com) has a two-for- 
one special on Thursdays from 10:30 p.m. until dawn. Girls, 
girls, girls: There's no shortage of beauties in the Crescent 
City. They're everywhere. Check out Molly's at the Market 
(1107 Decatur Street, mollysatthemarket.net) after mid- 
night. Music clubs: Head downriver to Frenchmen Street 
in the Faubourg Marigny. There are plenty of clubs—from 
d.b.a. (618 Frenchmen Street, drinkgoodstuff.com) and 
Blue Nile (532 Frenchmen, bluenilelive.com) to the Spotted 
Cat (623 Frenchmen)—but the street scene is also fantastic. 
Don't go too early. Perfect way to end the night: Stroll 
over to Harrah's (228 Poydras Street, harrahsneworleans 
.com) and roll some dice at the casino. New Orleans's gam- 
bling is more laid-back than Vegas's, but that's a good thing. 
Should you bother with a wink of sleep, the Maison Orleans 
(904 Iberville Street) is the city's best. 


The 40th annual New Orleans Jazz & Heritage Festival (April 24-26, April 30-May 3) boasts a stel- 
lar lineup of talent. More than Mardi Gras, Jazz Fest has become New Orleans's biggest party. 
Here's our list of must-sees and must-dos. To see our full range of city guides (and vote for your 
favorite spots), go to playboy.com/cityguides. e 
v 
Py * 


PLAYBOY 
CITV GUIDES! 


When you journey into the swamps 
of the Atchafalaya Basin, 90 minutes 
from Bourbon Street, you feel as if 
you're on another planet. Alligators 
and herons are everywhere. Cypress 
trees tower high, their branches re- 
flecting on the still water. Simply 
breathtaking. Airboats are too noisy; 
try a pontoon-boat tour instead: Annie 
Miller's Son's (annie-miller.com), A 
Cajun Man's Swamp Cruise (cajunman 
.com) and Wetland Tours (wetland 
tours.com) are all worth the trip. 


There's no better 
place on earth for 
a hungry man than 
New Orleans. 

Start 
with your choice of 
either sweet (pecan 
waffles at the up- 
town Camellia Grill, 
626 South Carrollton 
Avenue, camelliagrill 
-net) or savory (fried 
oysters at Casamen- 
to's, 4330 Magazine 
Street, casamentos 
restaurant.com). 
Rule 
Don't 


number one: 


eat alligator—it's for 


tourists. Have a 
roast beef po'boy at 
Parkway Bakery & 
Tavern(538HaganAv- 
enue, parkwaybakery 
andtavernnola.com) 
or a shrimp po'boy 
at Johnny's Po-Boys 
(511 St. Louis Street, 
johnnyspoboy.com). 
Rule number two: It’s 
hard to go wrong with 
red beans and rice on 
Monday. 

Hit Felix's (739 Iber- 
ville Street, felixs 
.com). Stand at the 
bar; don't sit at a table. 
Ask the shucker for a 
dozen and a cold Abita 
Amber. You can order 
shrimps and crawfish, 
too. 

Have lunch 
at Galatoire's (left, 
209 Bourbon Street, 
galatoires.com) and 
prepare to spend the 
afternoon. This is old 


N 


New Orleans as you'll 
find it nowhere else. 
Arnaud's (813 Bien- 
ville Street, arnauds 
.Com) offers amazing 
classic Creole cook- 
ing. In a city filled with 
incredible seafood, 
GW Fins (808 Bienville 
Street, gwfins.com) 
serves the best. 
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Of the 10 
vehicles most 
often stolen in the U.S. 
the Honda S2000, tied 
for 10th, is the only one 
not manufactured by an ШУТ ТТТ 
American automaker. СОРЕ МІТН ТНЕ 5ТВЕЅ5 
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=: MANTRACK 


CARS :: FOOD :: BALLS | 


Nissan's original bargain street rocket gives the big boys a run for their money 


Financially speaking, it's no time to be irresponsible about your car purchases, which is why Nissan's 370Z is so appealing. Forty years back, 
when Nissan was Datsun, the company introduced the first 240Z sports coupe, boasting that it had "the power of a Porsche and the looks of a 
Jaguar at the price of an MG? Carrying on that tradition, the latest 332 bhp Z car can run circles around a Boxster, hangs with Jag's XK in the 
looks department and has a sticker that starts below $30,000. With a smart cantilevered roofline, boomerang-shaped headlights and tail- 
lights and available front and rear spoilers, the new 370Z is wrapped tight, light on its feet and zippy as all hell. The 3.7-liter V6 revs to 7,500 
rpm and punches out 270 foot- pounds of torque. The whole package will sprint to 60 in just 47 seconds. Its seven-speed transmission fea- 
tures adaptive shift control, manual mode and paddle shifters. Or go with the six-speed manual, which has the world's first SynchroRev Match 
feature (it blips the throttle to smooth out each shift). The cockpit reminds us of a fighter jet's, with its intuitive tactile controls. Fuel economy: 
18 city, 26 highway. We hammered the hot new Z around the Spring Mountain Motorsports track outside Las Vegas and had to be black- 
flagged to get off the circuit. Then we looked for innocent Porsches to harass all the way back to Sin City. More info at nissanusa.com/ 3702. 


A Little Bit Country 


Baseball and the Consti- 
tution are the two most 
American things in the 
world. Now we the peo- 
ple can get both in one 
place with this American 
Constitution ball (S20, 
bergino.com). We don't 
recommend taking it out 
to the local field (lest 
you smudge George's 
signature), but it'll Look 
swanky on your desk. 


— om — 3 Fry, Guy 


Nothing is worse than tail- 
gating halfway. And there's 
nothing halfway about tail- 
gating with a deep fryer on 

hand. Coleman's Roadtrip 

FryWell Portable Tabletop 

Fryer (5160, coleman.com) 
goes anywhere, runs on pro- 

pane canisters, heats to 450 

degrees Fahrenheit and can fry 

a pound of food at a time. Fill her 

with oil, mix up some beer batter and 

let a thousand fried Twix bars bloom. 


= MANTRACK 


SOUND :: VISION :: SCENT 


Ax Me Anything 


Sounding good on a guitar depends on tuning, tone and chops. If 
you supply the last item, Gibson's new Dark Fire ($3,500, gibson 
.com) will take care of the rest. This technoshredder features 
the latest evolution of Gibson's Robot technology, which can 
take you from a drop D to a modal G in less than a sec- 
ond. Plus it has multiple pickups (both 
acoustic and electric) that allow 
for a stunning variety of tone 
output, so you can sound like 
the Edge, Hendrix or just 
plain you. 


Nautica's Oceans ($49) evokes the idea 
of the briny deep without actually smell- 
ing like it. Its strong lemon-tonic top note 
teases pre-summer freshness, then it's 
grounded by a body of sea-salt rose and 
Lavender reef. She'll think of cabanas and 
sex, not seaweed and dead fish. 


ack Your Life: Put 


At first glance Facebook may look 
like just another big, chaotic online 
party, but it actually contains 
a surprising number of programs 
for getting stuff done (facebook 
.com/applications). Several of 
these tools exist outside the social 
networking site as well, but Face- 
book's inclusive nature makes it an 
ideal central hub to work from. 
Think of it as an operating system 
for your life. Take the Picnik app, 
which lets you edit, tweak and 
enhance photos from within your 
browser. Or Zoho Online Office, 
which lets you edit, share and col- 
laborate on documents, presenta- 
tions and spreadsheets. With My 
Lists you can create private or col- 
laborative to-do lists, while the 
: appropriately named Share Files 
- H ; app enables sharing of up to one 
Cinema Paradiso : gigabyte of documents with your 
; friends. Try 30 Boxes, an excellent 

date book application, or fbCal, 
which lets you tap into your exist- 
ing Outlook, iCal or Google Calen- 
dar. And don’t forget that it’s easy 


We've seen alot of so-called home-theater-in-a-box systems. This isthe first to actually 
live up to the name. Epson's Ensemble HD (S5,000 and $7,000, epson.com) comes 
with an amp, a DVD player and a subwoofer, like the others, but the resemblance ends 


there. Instead of just adding speakers, Epson's package includes a 720p or 1080p pro- : to remotely update your Facebook 
jector along with a motorized 100-inch drop-down screen. What’s more, the screen : status by linking your account to 
housing also contains your right, Left and center channel speakers, while the projector : your phone number (at facebook 


24 housing has right and left rear speakers. It's not just home theater; it's home cinema. .com/ mobile), then texting 32665. 
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I STARTED INTERNET SENSATION GO DADDY. 
BUT IT WOULD NEVER HAVE WORHED IF I 
HADN'T BEEN READY TO CRASH AND BURN 


EM BY BOB PARSONS 


CEO OF GODADDY.COM 


* 


Г failed the fifth grade, but | 
never had to repeat it. The nun 
told three of us to stay behind 
on the last day of class and didn't 
give us our report cards. Frankie 
and Anthony were asking, "Why 
didn't Sister give us our report 
cards?" | said, "Man, if you can't 
figure that one out, then you guys 
deserve to fail." My dad always 
picked me up on the last day of 
school, and | knew he would be 
waiting for me. | also knew that if 
| failed fifth grade, | was going to 
get executed. So | snuck into the 
line as the nuns let the kids go and 
told my dad there was some prob- 
lem with the report cards. Then | 
spent the whole summer in hell. | 
was like a little kid on death row, 
just waiting for that phone call. 
But it never came. When | went 
to school in the fall, | got in line 
with the sixth-graders. And there 
were Frankie and Anthony in line 
for fifth grade round two, look- 
ing mopey. My line started mov- 
ing into the building, and | never 
looked back. Sometimes you just 
have to trust your instincts. 

Today | run GoDaddy.com, the 
world's most successful Internet- 
domain registration company. We 
have more than 2,000 employees 
and register more than 45 per- 
cent of the planet's new domain 
names. We've activated more than 
33.5 million domain names—a new 
one every nine tenths of a second. 
We also host more secure websites 
than any other provider in the world 
and run the world's largest second- 
ary market for domain names. | 
founded this company, | nurtured 
it to success, and | currently run 
it. Not bad, considering | almost 
didn't graduate high school. 

In 1968, my senior year, | en- 
listed in the Marine Corps with 
my friends. Then | got called up 
to go to Vietnam. | wasn't doing 
well in school, but when | took 
my orders around and showed 
them to all my teachers, they all 
passed me out of pity. They knew 
better than | did that l'd likely 
come home in a body bag. 

The Marine Corps changed me; 
it gave me some focus. | needed a 
fire under me to get me to see the 
point of working hard. After the 
war | worked in a steel mill, shov- 
eling the steel chips machined 
off propeller shafts. It didn't take 
long for me to realize | didn't 
want to do that for the rest of my 
life, not after surviving what | did 
in the rice paddies of Vietnam. 
So | went to college on the GI Bill. 
Growing up in a working-class 
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neighborhood in Baltimore, | didn't 
know many people who had gone to 
college. | didn't even know what a 
major was. The University of Balti- 
more told me that | had to have one, 
though, and that | needed to see a 
counselor to get it. When | got to his 
office, there was an enormous line 
to see him. | had no interest in wait- 
ing around to talk about my future 
with someone who didn't even know 
me. So | went back to the registrar's 
office and asked the man behind 
the desk if | could pick out a major 
myself. He made me sign a waiver 
and handed me a book of majors. 
The first one listed was accounting. 
| asked what that was, and he said it 
meant working with numbers. | was 
always pretty good at math, so | told 
him to make me an accounting ma- 
jor. If | had opened the book back- 
ward, | might have been a zoologist. 
Like General Patton said, "A good 
plan violently executed now is better 
than a perfect plan next week." 

| ended up loving account- 
ing. | even graduated magna cum 
laude, and in 1984, after | finished 
school, | moved to lowa and started 
an accounting-software company, 
Parsons Technology. My wife and | 
ran it out of our basement, and af- 
ter two years we lost all our savings. 
At one point we were so desperate 
for cash | offered my buddy Dave 
half the business for $5,000. He 
wouldn't take it. The third year, the 
business turned a big corner, how- 
ever, and in 1994 | was able to sell 
Parsons Technology to Intuit—our 
biggest competitor—for $64 mil- 
lion. A little while afterward | ran 
into Dave at a party and asked if he 
ever thought about how he'd turned 
me down. He said he only thought 
about it in the mornings. 

| ended up walking away from 
Parsons Technology with $32 mil- 
lion. I’m the kind of guy who needs 
to be on the firing line, so | started 
looking for a new business to start. 
| wanted to have enough of my 
money at risk so that | had to be in 
the game. This was 1996, and the 
Internet was starting to happen. | 
figured | would surround myself 
with some really sharp people and 
we'd figure something out. We tried 
building intranets, selling other peo- 
ple's hardware, selling other people's 
software, building large-scale cus- 
tom websites and doing computer 
education; we even became an ISP. 
None of it clicked. In 1998 we built 
a program that let people build web- 
sites themselves. We thought this 
would finally be it, but it sold almost 
nothing. However, from doing that, 
we realized everyone who needed a 


website also needed a domain name, so we 
signed up to become a domain-name regis- 
trar. We slashed the prices for domains to 
get them to move, thinking that would give 
us an opportunity to sell people our web- 
site software. At $8.95 a domain, we were 
charging about a quarter of what our com- 
petition sold them for. 

Most of the dot-coms at that time were 
funded by venture capital and IPOs, but | 
funded Go Daddy entirely from my personal 
cash. | would write a check to the company 
every month to cover what we were spend- 
ing—$300,000 to $400,000 a month—all 
coming out of that original Parsons Technol- 
ogy money. | remember telling myself not 
to worry too much about it and to give the 
company a chance to succeed. My plan was 
to run it like that until | got down to $22 
million. When | hit $22 million | changed 
the number to $20 million, then $18 mil- 
lion. When | got to $15 million the company 
still wasn't making any money—and that's 
when the dot-com crash hit. Like everyone 
else at that time, | was invested in a bunch 
of dot-com stocks. There were months when, 
between the company and the stock market, 
my net worth dropped $2 million. 

It got so bad, | would go out to eat in 
a restaurant and all | would do was sit 
there and think, From what l've lost on 
Go Daddy, | could have bought this place; 
then l'd at least have a business that 
brought cash in the door every day in- 
stead of being a black hole. 

By early 2001 | was down to about $8 mil- 
lion, and we were still not selling much in 
the way of anything. So | finally decided, I’m 
out. | was going to close down the company 
while | still had a few dollars left. | wanted a 
little time to sort through everything and de- 
cide how | would pay severance and how to 
time it. So | flew to Hawaii by myself to take 
a break and work through the details. About 
halfway through the trip | met a guy who was 
parking cars. He was about my age, and he 
seemed really happy. When he went to get 
my car, | gave him a couple of bucks, and 
we chatted a little. Then something hit me 
like a lightning bolt: | realized | had gotten 
so caught up in worrying about whether the 
company would succeed that | had forgotten 
the most important lesson of my life, some- 
thing | learned in the Marines. 

| was sent to a rifle company in Vietnam 
in early 1969. A few days before | got there 
the company was ambushed and four guys 
were killed. | was a replacement for one of 
the KIAs. The squad leader was 19 and had 
been there only a few months. The first few 
days all | thought about was how | would 
make it out of there. | remember sitting on 
the wall of an old French fort and looking 
out over the valley and thinking, | have no 
idea what this terrain's like, l've never been 
in a war, I’m only 18, I'm fighting guys who 
know this area like the back of their hand, 
I'm the replacement for a guy who just got 
killed, nobody's been here really long—on 
and on like that. That's when it hit me: | 
realized | was going to die there. And the 
weird thing is, the moment | accepted that, 


suddenly | was fine. Because | stopped wor- 
rying about it every second of the day and 
started concentrating on staying alive. 

l've found it's not possible to be content 
or productive when you're preoccupied with 
being unhappy about your situation. You 
just can't do it. Instead, think hard and 
honestly about the worst thing that can hap- 
pen, then accept it and get back to work. If 
you do that, you can get by in any situation. 
My new goal every day was to just somehow 
be alive for mail call the next day. During 
my first fight in the bush, one of our sister 
squads was ambushed. One guy was fucked 
up so bad it was unbelievable. | said, "That 
might happen to me," and moved on. The 
next night we lost our point man. That's the 
way it went down over there. And facing 
those things was how | learned to accept 
the worst that can happen. 

When | saw this guy parking cars, it all 
came back to me. What was my worst case? 
| might go broke. So what? Who cares? 
Would | be all right? Of course | would. Га 
park cars. | used to do stuff like that before 
| made any money. Hey, | always wanted to 
be a stickman on a craps table in Vegas. | 
reasoned that if this all really went south, | 
could always head out to Nevada and work 
the bones for a few years until | came up 
with the next thing. Right then and there 
| was happy again. Happy and productive 
and in the moment. Alive. 

| decided | would strap myself to the 
mast—if the company went broke, l'd go 
broke with it and then say, “Hello, Ve- 
gas.” This was in January. The company 
turned the corner and became cash-flow 
positive in October. As it turned out, the 
dot-com crash saved us. Because all our 
money came from me, our money didn’t 
dry up. Most of the companies that were 
dependent on public money and venture 
capital evaporated; plus, the price of 
online advertising took a nosedive. After 
the crash we were one of the few com- 
panies still paying its bills, so we had 
people lining up to give us incredible ad 
deals. Since fewer people were advertis- 
ing in general, all of a sudden we stood 
out from everybody. 

The funny thing is, once the domains 
took off, our software did okay too, but 
the domains ended up being the cash 
cow. This thing we thought would be our 
loss leader was propping up the company. 
Each one paid only a little, but it turns 
out you can make big money getting paid 
nickels—as long as you have enough peo- 
ple giving them to you. 

My experiences have taught me to be 
flexible, not to accept what life gives you 
at face value and never to make decisions 
out of fear. You come up with something 
you think will work, then you put every- 
thing you have into it. When times get 
tough you judge what your worst-case 
scenario is, assume it’s going to happen 
and get back to work. Anything you get on 
top of that is gravy, baby. 
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I'm a moron when it comes to 
reading women’s signals, so I 
must turn to you. Here are some 
of the behaviors the woman I’m 
seeing has been exhibiting: She 
(a) says waiting for me on the 
day I'm flying in will make it 
the longest day of her life, (b) 
gets upset when she hears about 
women I've had sex with, (c) is 
so affectionate that we've spent 
the day in bed tightly wrapped 
up in each other because she 
didn't want to get up even to use 
the bathroom and (d) constantly 
wants to hold my hand or put 
her arm around my shoulders 
or waist, even when we're sitting 
on the sofa. Is there any expla- 
nation for all this other than her 
being in love with me?—P.K., 
Silver Spring, Maryland 

If it’s love, it’s puppy love—or а 
future restraining order. 


Before I die I would like to play 
golf in every U.S. state and on 
every continent, excluding Ant- 
arctica because I assume it has no 
courses. Or am I wrong?—D.W., 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 

There are no courses, at least not 
yet. Extreme golfer Heinrich du Preez 
hopes to construct one later this year 
and become the first person to дай 
played a round on every continent. 
(In 2008, over five days, he played a 
course on each of the others.) "Officials 
in Chile [which claims part of Antarc- 
tica] are careful not to allow anything 
to disturb the ecosystem, so it has taken 
me two years to get permits," says the 
South African. "First I will attempt 
to break the world record for the lon- 
gest drive—currently 658 meters—on 
the blue-ice runways at McMurdo 
weather station. Then, using a PGA- 
approved course as a model, a team of 
greens keepers and I will construct a 
six-kilometer course. To minimize any 
түти is each hole will consist only of 
a tee and hole. My permits expire 
in November, so I have a few months 
to plan." You can read more about Du 
Preez, who is currently attempting 
to play 500 courses within a year, at 
www.radicalgolf.co.za. 


In January a reader wrote to ask about 
“emotional affairs"—that is, intimate 
relationships outside marriage that don't 
involve sex. Here's a twist: I am con- 
vinced my husband of 15 years has fallen 
in love with a co-worker. He admits to 
being emotionally involved but denies any 
sexual attraction and says our marriage 
is too important to him to screw around. 
However, he continues to see this woman 
in professional and social situations. 
Although I am incredibly jealous, during 
sex I find myself fantasizing about them 
together. I have always had a healthier 
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| am a waitress at a restaurant that offers a spanking 
with a wooden paddle to anyone who buys a shot. I 
hit them hard; I had one guy confess that he peed his 
pants. Before I swing I warn them, “This is going to 
hurt," and I never force anyone to take a hit. But do 
I risk hitting the scrotum if I aim too low? Should I 
make them sign a waiver? Does their allowing me to 
paddle them mean they like S&M? Some men are obvi- 
ously into it, but are all of them? By the way, I enjoy it 
very much.—M.R., Las Vegas, Nevada 

Of course you do. It's possible to hit the scrotum with a low 
less, we would dial it down a notch, especially 
ing and so 


time bottoms who have no idea what's c 


libido than my husband, but for the past 
six months he can't seem to get enough. 
Do you think he is imagining the same 
thing?—L.M., Cincinnati, Ohio 

Are you sure they aren't sleeping together? 
Your husband could be bumping up the sex at 
home to keep you from becoming suspicious. 
He may not have been sexually attracted to 
his co-worker initially, but emotional inti- 
macy can spur physical appeal. That's why a 
husband can still find his wife attractive (and 
vice versa) even as our once-taut bodies start 
to betray us. Your fantasy of watching your 
spouse with someone else is normal—many 


men have the same thought. Per- 
haps his professed commitment to 
the marriage calmed your fear of 
rejection (i.e., the jealousy). Once 
reassured, you are able to explore the 
taboo. In the interest of an honest 
and open relationship, we suggest 
you share this with your husband, 
and together you can sort it out. 


The letter about emotional af- 
fairs struck a chord. I recently 
learned my wife has been cheat- 
ing on me. The sex doesn't 
bother me all that much, but I 
have had trouble with his being 
there for her emotionally. I’m 
happy to say we have worked 
through it. And I'd like to say 
to the asshole—you know who 
you are—that our love for each 
other is stronger than what 
you thought you had.—T.D., 
Salinas, California 
So in a way, you owe him one. 


Have you heard of a woman 
having multiple climaxes while 
giving a blow job? It's not unusu- 
al for me to climax 20 to 30 times 
during foreplay, but I find it 
strange to experience multiples 
just from blowing my new boy- 
friend, who turns me on like no 
other man I have ever been with. 
Maybe I've lived a sheltered life, 
but is this typical, or have I hit 
the chemistry jackpot?—FH., 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

The fact that you think you’ve hit 
the jackpot is part of his jackpot. It’s 
идва bat ак a or age пан the 
20 to 30 orgasms you're already hav- 
ing. Do you two ever leave the house? 


ISINAN BANYA 


Why is it legal for auto insurance 
companies to charge young males 
higher premiums than young fe- 
males? They can't discriminate 
based on race, so why are they 
allowed to based on age?—4A.K., 
San Francisco, California 
Although it's impossible to argue 
that skin color makes someone a good 
or bad driver, you can make that case 
for testosterone, and men have far 
more of it. Studies have found that at 
every age, men drive more miles and 
have рамо more accidents, ртеѕит- 
ably because we’re more aggressive and take 
more risks behind the wheel. Insurers charge 
young men higher rates as a result. However, 
older males and females are charged equal fees, 
which some argue leaves adult women paying 
more than they should. That's why the National 
Organization for Women has for decades been 
lobbying for a “cents-for-mile” option. Instead 
of being billed a flat rate, you would purchase 
ocks of insured miles (e.g., 2,000 miles for 
880). When you’re low, you buy more. Rates are 
still set according to where you live, the type of 
car and the driver's age, explains Patrick Butler 
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of NOW's Insurance Project, but not gender. 
Texas is the first and so far only state to allow 
insurance to be sold this way (see milemeter 
.com). Progressive is testing a similar approach 
by adjusting rates based on data collected by 
a device voluntarily installed on the insured 
vehicle to record distance, speed and how often 
and how hard the brakes are applied. 


When I started dating, in the 1980s, 
all the women I slept with had natural 
breasts and pubic hair. Nowadays many 
seem to have fake boobs and shaved vul- 
vas. When you're dating someone, how 
soon is it okay to ask about her pubic area 
and breasts? I don't want to be rude, but 
I also don't want to find out when we're 
gering undressed, since I'm turned off by 
ald vulvas.—B.C., Fullerton, California 
Unless you're courting escorts, it's always too 
soon. Sadly, y you can “га tell medici if 
— e aha kis because so many of them 
are botched. But if you “casually” ask a date if 
her bush is intact, you'll likely never find out. 


| am 62 with a 47-year-old girlfriend. She 
has two grown children and doesn’t want 
any more kids. We need birth control, but 
she won't take the pill. Condoms are no 
fun, and neither of us wants to have sur- 
gery. Trolling around the Internet, I came 
across a method that involves applying 
ultrasound to the testicles. Ten minutes 
supposedly provides six months of steril- 
ity. Although everyone seems to agree it 
works, there are conflicting accounts of 
where it stands in the FDA approval pro- 
cess. I have a chiropractor buddy who has 
an ultrasound he’s happy to use on me. All 
he needs is a frequency setting. How do I 
proceed?—D.M., Fort Collins, Colorado 

With great caution. During the 1970s Dr. 
Mostafa Fahim of the University of Missouri 
used ultrasound to temporarily sterilize dogs, 
cats, monkeys and eight human male volun- 
teers. He reported that, using a standard-size 
transducer, the ideal setting is a frequency of one 
megahertz and a power zum per Сва 
centimeter. If that doesn't work, you can пате 
the child r chiropractor. Fertility returns 
gag a pb willing to make your- 
self a guinea pig. Elaine Lissner of the Male 
Contraception Information Project (newmale 
contraception.org) suggests using a home sperm 
test or microscope to regularly check your status. 
It would also be wise to use backup contracep- 
tion, at least initially. Don't expect this technol- 
ogy to be on the market anytime soon; it has yet 
to undergo the long-term clinical trials necessary 
for FDA a , and a number of questions 
are still unanswered, such as how many times 
a man can safely be zapped. It would be much 
easier to get a vasectomy—despite our quip in 
February about swollen balls, these days a no- 
scalpel procedure takes less than 10 minutes and 
has few, if any, side effects. 


M, girlfriend has me doing my part to 
save the earth: We use compact fluores- 
cent lightbulbs, I weatherproofed the win- 
dows, and we recycle and reuse. Is there 


30 such athing as "green" sex toys? I thought 


it would be funny to surprise her —L.R., 
Portland, Oregon 
If 3 turns her on, a number of 
Sex- toy stores, including EarthErotics.com and 
Babeland.com, offer everything from phthalate- 
free vibrators to organic lubes to a seven-inch 
flogger made from recycled bicycle inner tubes. 
Rechargeable vibes keep batteries out of land- 
fills. And VibratorShopping.com accepts clean 
used sex toys for recycling (see recycleyoursex 
toy.com), offering a $10 gift card in return. 
We support energy efficiency by giving every 


woman we arouse more one orgasm. 


| am 30 but recently had a five-day sex 
marathon with a 50-year-old man. He has 
an amazing body, and he's creative. He 
also has a weird but erotic obsession with 
my armpits: He fucked my pit from be- 
hind while I blew him, and it was a total 
turn-on for me as well I guess I don't 
have a question but would Ще to advise 
younger women not to rule out 50-year- 
olds; don't think they won't deliver the 
same quality and quantity. The one I found 
rocks.—B.M., San Diego, California 

Thank you for those encouraging words, 
especially if you're not actually a 50-year-old 
guy with an armpit fetish. 


Im looking to buy an HDTV. The sales- 
person is pushing hard to sell me a $250 
calibration. What would that do other 
than adjust basic settings like brightness, 
color and tint? K. C., Euless, Texas 

You can hire a pro if you're a stickler for 
detail (see imagingscience.com for a referral), 
but most people can get this done on their oum. 
New HDTVs are typically calibrated to stand 
out in a showroom, not your home. Most tele- 
visions have preset modes, such as standard, 
dynamic/vivid (the likely setting out of the box), 
sports and movie. You ins diis ад of those 
or tweak further. First, lower the brightness, or 
black level, until black is black without dark- 
ening details. Do the same with the white level 
(contrast or picture) until you have crisp edges, 
usually at a 50 Pr "orici di 
tion, is more subjective; you likely won't have 
to change this much. Finally, if sharpness is 
too high, you'll see halos around the edges of 
objects. You can usually turn the s to 
zero when watching DVDs. 


Regarding the December letter from the 
reader who suffers from paruresis and 
can't urinate when anyone is nearby: I 
am one of those guys who have lost jobs 
and relationships because of a shy blad- 
der. Then I discovered a simple cure: 
Hold your breath. I can now pee in rest- 
rooms no matter how crowded they are. I 
hope this helps other men who are strug- 

gling.—].G., Chicago, Illinois 
With practice, this technique can get the job 
done. In 2001 psychologist Monroe Weil reported 
that hd worked for re of hs patients he 
hypothesizes that increased CO, levels in the 
blood lead to relaxation of the sphincter muscle 
that inhibits urination. Before you attempt this, 
tice in a comfortable setting until you can 


your breath calmly for 45 seconds, which is 


typically how it will take the stream to start. 
Dont take a big gulp of air—breathe normally, 
then exhale about 75 percent of your breath. 


М, wife апа I sometimes role-play in 
bed. Although my scenarios vary (cheer- 
leader, nurse, maid), she always asks me 
to pretend I'm a rapist. At first I found 
this funny, but it's starting to disturb me. 
Is it possible some women want to be 
raped?—Q.P, Overland Park, Kansas 

No woman wants to be raped. This common 
fantasy is better described as forceful sex or 
being "taken," since the woman always remains 
in control. That is, if your wife asks you to stop 
(choose a safe word other than "no" or "stop" 


for this purpose, since her ts may be part 
of the game), the scene . As you've found, 
it can be difficult to play the perpetrator role. 
But if you want your wife to be more creative, 


you can lead by example. Instead of cheerleader, 
nurse or maid, how about scheduling her for a 
dental checkup, a job interview (the economy 
is terrible, people are desperate), a real estate 
showing or a calibration of your HDTV? 


А reader wrote in January asking how to 
prevent ingrown hairs on his neck. I am 
surprised you didn't mention a straight 
razor, which is what solved the problem 
for me.—O.C., Gatineau, Quebec 

Thanks for noting that—our response could 
have been ех 


Three years ago my wealthy, twice-divorced 
brother e-mailed me the news of his sud- 
den engagement to a much younger di- 
vorcée with five children. I replied with 
congratulations and gently asked about a 
prenup. He briefly outlined the precau- 
tions he was taking. Two years later my 
brother's wife combed through his e-mail 
and found our exchange. She responded 
with an angry rant, copied to the family, 
about prejudgment and invasion of pri- 
vacy. My brother now says my inquiry 
was inappropriate. What do you make of 
this?—B.K., New York, New York 

Your sister-in-law seems to know a great 
deal about invasion of privacy. Given your 
brother's two rst dta aie reflected 
only your concern for his well-being. He’s cov- 
ering his ass now because he fears his wife's 
wrath more than the loss of your goodwill. 
That doesn’t bode well, and before long he 
may well be thrice divorced—but thankful that 


prudence runs in the family. 


All reasonable questions—from fashion, food 
and drink, BE and sports ums to — 
dilemmas, taste and etiquette—will be per- 
sonally answered if the writer includes a 
Bir Pei stamped envelope. The most 
interesting, pertinent questions will be pre- 
sented in these pages each month. Write the 
mra Advisor, 530 Fifth Avenue, New 
York, New York 10019, or send e-mail by vis- 
iting our website at visor.com. Our 
greatest-hits collection, Dear P Advisor, 
15 available in bookstores and online. 


nouns DE TH ROGEN 


A candid conversation with our newest cover boy about life as a stoner 


hero, makıng the world safe for chubby Jewish guys and, of course, porn 


Director Judd Apatow can pinpoint the exact 
moment he knew Seth Rogen would become a star. 
It was in 2000, during a taping of A 's first 
TV shou, Freaks and di nS fut 18 in 
old at the time, was playing a teenage pothead who 
had learned his girlfriend was born with ambigu- 
ous genitals—or as he would later explain to his 
friends, both "the gun and the holster." 

"The episode could have been bad in so many 
ways, " Apatow remembers. "It could have been 
too sweet or too insensitive and nasty. But Seth 
played it real. He acted exactly the way one 
would feel when given that information." 

In just one short scene you can see the genesis 
of Rogen's comedy persona. He's sexually awk- 
ward and self-conscious in a weirdly charm- 
ing way, making jokes to mask his panic. He's 
simultaneously the coolest person in the room 
and a scared little kid who doesn't know what 
he's supposed to do next. 

“It was such a vulnerable, funny, very human 

ormance, " Apatow says. “Т thought, I would 
to watch an entire movie starring this guy." 

Apatow got his wish, but it didn't happen over- 
night. Afier several years of relative obscurity in 
tiny roles in movies like Anchorman: The Legend 


of Ron Burgundy and Donnie Darko, Rogen got 
his first taste of mainstream success in Apatow's 
comedy hit The 40-Year-Old Virgin, in which he 
plays Steve Carell's sex-fiend buddy. 


“I don't think boobs are funny at all. It’s impos- 
sible to whack off and laugh at the same time. 
You know what I mean? Boobs and comedy 
stimulate two conflicting parts of the brain. It's 
too much for the male brain to process." 


Rogen finally got his shot at stardom in 2007, 
in a role he seemed utterly unqualified for: the male 
lead in a romantic comedy. But Knocked Up— 
written and directed by Apatow—is a romantic 


comedy about unplanned pregnancy. It's a movie 
about growing up and accepting responsibility, 
but it never skimps on the crude humor. 

Many of the jokes in Knocked Up would have 
had the teenage Rogen rolling in the aisles. Born 
and raised in Vancouver, British Columbia in a 
Jewish family (his mother was a social worker, and 
his dad toiled for a nonprofit), Rogen was some- 
thing of a comedic prodigy: He made his stand-up- 
comedy debut at just 13, and while his jokes were 
unpolished, there were glimmers of the profane wit 
that would soon conquer Hollywood. When hecklers 
tried to boo him off the Д would fire back, 
“Tm 13. In 30 years Ill be 43. You'll be 

Around the same time, Rogen and his best 
friend, Evan Goldberg, wrote a screenplay 
called Superbad, an obscenity-laced romp 
about high school kids trying to get laid. It was 
12 years before the movie was finally made, in 
no small part thanks to Rogen's celebrity clout. 
Last year he starred in Pineapple Express, an 
action comedy about stoners, and in Zack and 
Miri Make a Porno, in which a pair of platonic 
friends make an adult film to pay their bills. 

en, who just turned 27, may su ans 
with his пу уа mar Observe 24 — 4 


"I had an incredibly pleasant childhood. I 
have a great relationship with my parents. But 
when something bad ha to me, I'm not 
somebody who thinks, This isn't fair! Pm more 
like, Yep, that seems about right.” 


dark comedy about an egomaniacal mall security 
guard. He also provides one of the voices in the 
animated Monsters vs. Aliens and is working on 
a script for The Green Hornet, due out in 2010, 
in which Rogen will portray the titular—and, at 
least by Rogen standards, lean—crime fighter. 

Writer Eric Spitznagel, who last interviewed 
Tina Fey and Steve Carell for PLAYBOY, recently 
caught up with Rogen on the set of Funny People, 
his third movie with director and longtime col- 
laborator Apatow. Spitznagel n „ “Т expected 
Rogen to look like his portrait — — 
Up movie poster, with the pudgy cheeks and 
unkempt Jewfro. But when I met him his hair 
was neatly shorn, his skin had a healthy glow, 
and despite his constant self-deprecation—Rogen 
joked about his ‘soft, gelatin-like physique’—he 
could be described as almost slender. 

“He may no longer be a candidate for 
diabetes and heart disease, and his once tangled 
hair may look respectable now, but when you 
hear that laugh, like that of a lecherous uncle 
who has just told you the dirtiest joke he knows, 
it's clear Rogen hasn't changed much.” 


PLAYBOY: In Observe and Report you play 
against type. 
ROGEN: Do I? 
PLAYBOY: Well, sure. You're usually the 
cuddly schlub, but in this movie you're 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY SAM JONES 


"Woody Allen created a look for small, neb- 
bishy Jews, and I'm doing the same for chubby 
Jewish guys. I created a new look for rotund 
Jews. I have seen more guys lately who kind of 
look like me. It's an easily attainable look." 
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playing a mall cop named Ronnie who is 
a racist asshole. 

ROGEN: [Laughs] Yeah, he's not the type 
of guy you would want to spend any time 
with. I think people look at the characters 
I've done in movies and think, I'd like to 
hang out with that guy. But not this time. 
PLAYBOY: Was it a difficult adjustment to play 
somebody audiences will likely despise? 
ROGEN: I think it's funny. Director Jody 
Hill is great at writing these oddly epic 
tales about horribly tragic people who 
just keep getting worse and worse. 
That's what I loved about his first 
movie, Foot Fist Way. He pitched it to 
me as a comedic Taxi Driver. It's about 
a guy who is kind of a vigilante on a 
mission. He's a little crazy and slowly 
becomes more and more unhinged, 
and he has these objects of obsession 
that he pines for. 

PLAYBOY: When you describe it that way, 
it doesn't sound at all different from 
your other films. 

ROGEN: Not really, no. 

PLAYBOY: Other than the vigilante stuff. 
ROGEN: I don't think it's all that differ- 
ent. Observe and Report is about a loser 
and an outsider, and that's what Super- 
bad, Pineapple Express and Knocked Up are 
all about. It's about these guys who don't 
feel they belong in the world. It's really 
the same kind of story. Ronnie is a much 
more 1 difficult person to be 
around, but the general feelings driv- 
ing him—how do I find my place in all 
this?—are very relatable, I think. 
PLAYBOY: He’s probably the least similar to 
you of any of your movie characters. Do 
you two have anything in common? 
ROGEN: We both have disrespect for the 
cops. Ronnie absolutely hates the police, 
and I feel sort of the same way. That’s 
something I've realized is a common 
thread running through the movies Гуе 
done. We've always gone out of our way 
to disparage the police. 

PLAYBOY: That’s true. Even when you 
played a policeman in Superbad, he was a 
drunken moron. 

ROGEN: In Pineapple Express I don't think 
any line gets a bigger response from 
audiences than when James Franco starts 
screaming "Fuck the police." 

PLAYBOY: Have you had bad experiences 
with cops? 

ROGEN: When I was younger, yeah. 
We would get caught with weed and 
beer all the time. When I first came 
to L.A. I got caught smoking weed on 
a beach in Malibu and had to go to 
court. It was the craziest thing ever. 
I was thinking, We're in Los Angeles. 
There are probably 400 people getting 
murdered at this second, and these 
two cops are taking an hour to write 
up my court summons for smoking a 
joint on the beach. That just seemed 
so fucking ridiculous to me. 

PLAYBOY: Didn't you once get into trouble 
for hugging a cop? 


32  ROGEN: Yeah. That happened when I was 


a kid. I was really messed up—too much 
alcohol at a young age. My tiny frame could 
not support it all. I guess I thought maybe 
I could appeal to the cop by hugging him. 
Apparently, they view that as assault. 
PLAYBOY: T here's no hugging in Observe and 
Report. It almost qualifies as an action film. 
ROGEN: It's close. It gets pretty violent. 
PLAYBOY: Did you do your own stunts? 
ROGEN: I did, yeah. In fact, I accidentally 
broke a guy's nose. I punched a stuntman 
in the face and broke his nose. He got a 
little too close. He claimed it wasn't my 
fault, which was very noble of him. 
PLAYBOY: Did you know instantly that it 
was broken? 

ROGEN: Oh yeah. It made a really loud pop- 
ping sound. You could hear it. Everybody 
on the set could hear it. It was kind of dis- 
gusting. But we used that shot in the final 
cut. There's a scene in the movie when you 
can see me breaking a guy's nose. 
PLAYBOY: It's hard not to notice you've been 
losing weight. When did you realize it was 
time to slim down and get into shape? 
ROGEN: It was on Observe and . We 
shot the movie in Albuquerque, which is 
at a very high altitude. I'm somebody who 
can barely — * in Los Angeles, which 
is at sea level. I can't walk up a flight of 
stairs. Albuquerque is at an elevation of 
about two miles, and the air is very thin. 
There were some big action scenes. Every 
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day it felt as if I were climbing Everest. So 
the stunts were really hard, much harder 
than they should’ve been. But they're 
nothing compared with what we're plan- 

ning to do in Green Hornet. 

PLAYBOY: Which is essentially a super- 
hero movie. 

ROGEN: I realized if I was going to make 
Green Hornet, 1 needed to lose weight. 
Aside from how the character is sup- 
posed to look, I couldn't physically make 
the movie in the shape I was in. It would 
have literally killed me. 

PLAYBOY: For somebody who isn't clas- 
sically attractive, you've been naked in 
movies an awful lot. 

ROGEN: I suppose that's true. 

PLAYBOY: Porn star Ron Jeremy shaves his 
back before a sex scene. Do you have any 
special preparations for on-screen nudity? 
ROGEN: Nope. Nothing. They did have 
me shave my back for Knocked Up, but 
I fought it. I didn't think it was a good 
idea. Judd Apatow said, "People are not 
ready for a hairy back in a sex scene. 
We're just not there yet as a society." In 
Observe and Report 1 am shirtless and I 
have back hair, and it's glorious. 
PLAYBOY: The only thing you haven't 
done yet is full frontal. 

ROGEN: I know, I know. When Jason 
Segel showed his dick in Forgetting Sarah 
Marshall, it changed everything. I was 
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like, Fuck! Does that mean I'm going to 
have to show my dick too? Is that what 
we're doing now? I don't know if I’m 
ready for that. ГП show my balls, maybe. 
To me, balls are funnier than dicks. 
PLAYBOY: What would it take for you to 
drop trou for a movie? Would it depend 
on the material? 

ROGEN: It would, yeah. It would have to 
be funny. I'm a very serious actor when it 
comes to nudity. I'm like Meryl Streep. 
PLAYBOY: Why have male genitals become 
a comedy staple in recent years? 

ROGEN: I think it comes in waves. For com- 
edy to be truly effective it must be shocking 
in some way, and it's getting harder and 
harder to shock people. So yeah, we gotta 
pull out our fucking dicks now. 

PLAYBOY: There aren't many naked 
female boobs in sex comedies anymore. 
Are boobs just not as funny as penises? 
ROGEN: I don't think boobs are funny at 
all. Period. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

ROGEN: Because it's impossible to whack 
off and laugh at the same time. You know 
what I mean? Boobs and comedy stimu- 
late two conflicting parts of the brain. Do I 
get to be horny over these boobs or think 
this is funny because of the comedy? It's 
too much for the male brain to process. 
PLAYBOY: It's different for women? 
ROGEN: It's completely different. Women 
are not nearly as attracted to the image 
of a flaccid penis as we are to the image 
of boobs. It doesn't even matter if the 
boobs are unattractive. 

PLAYBOY: Porn is a recurring motif in 
your work. Knocked Up, Superbad and 
Zack and Miri are littered with graphic 
conversations about porn. Now you and 
Evan Goldberg are working on a porn- 
shop sitcom for Showtime. Is that a coin- 
cidence or a conscious choice? 

ROGEN: You write what you know. It's the 
first thing they teach you. You don't see me 
writing movies about rocket scientists. 
PLAYBOY: Do you remember the first porn 
movie you ever saw? 

ROGEN: It was called Fisherman's Wife, and it 
really freaked me out. In one ofthe scenes 
this guy jacks off into an ashtray, throws it 
at a girl and makes her lick it off. 
PLAYBOY: Wow. How did that not turn 
you off to sex? 

ROGEN: It did! It made me afraid of sex. 1 
saw it when I was a teenager, long before 
I had ever had sex. I thought that's what 
sex was. I was like, How do I get there? 
I don't even know how to kiss a girl yet. 
Do I bring the ashtray? 

PLAYBOY: It seems like modern porn is 
increasingly edgy. 

ROGEN: Especially with the Internet, you 
can find the sickest shit you can possibly 
imagine. It's all out there. I don't like 
this new trend of seeing how big they 
can stretch out a girl's asshole. What are 
we going for here, guys? We all need 
to sit down and talk about this like civi- 
lized people. To what end, gentlemen, 
to what end? 


PLAYBOY: Has watching porn taught you 
anything surprising about sexuality? 
ROGEN: І think transgender pornography 
is the elephant in America’s bedroom. If 
you join any heterosexual porno website, 
there is an inordinate amount of trans- 
sexual and transgender pornography 
available. Clearly people are watching it, 
or the sites wouldn't keep selling it. More 
dudes are into chicks with dicks than you 
would generally assume. 

PLAYBOY: It’s starting to make sense why 
there's so much male nudity in comedy: 
Hollywood is just giving the people what 
they want. 

ROGEN: Exactly. They want more penises 
in their movies. Porno, comedy—it 
doesn't matter. 

PLAYBOY: At least in your movies porn is 
a source of male bonding. Do you and 
your collaborator Goldberg watch a lot 
of porn together? 

ROGEN: Never. Never would we watch 
porn together. I realized very early that 
there are two types of men in this world: 


'Those who are comfortable sitting in a 


large group of men watching porn and 
those who are uncomfortable sitting in a 
large group of men watching porn. I am 
definitely in the latter category. 

PLAYBOY: You're not the sort to enjoy frat- 
house hazing? 

ROGEN: We don't have frats like that per 
se in Canada, thank God. For that reason 
alone I'm happy to be Canadian. 
PLAYBOY: But you have admitted that you 
and Goldberg share passwords to porno 
websites. Isn't that a sort of bonding? 
ROGEN: Yeah, but we don't watch porn 
together. I guess that's the difference. On a 
lot of these porno web pages, people write 
reviews for the scenes—like in a talk-back 
section—and those reviews can be the fun- 
niest things in the entire universe. 
PLAYBOY: Could you give us an example? 
ROGEN: There might be a scene with a 
400-pound woman with a butterfly tattoo 
having sex, and the comment will be “I 
hate it when women destroy their bodies 
with tattoos." 

PLAYBOY: You started doing stand-up in 
your early teens, at an age when most 
people are pretty self-conscious. 

ROGEN: I didn't have that. That didn't 
come for me until later. When I was doing 
stand-up, I was just 13. It wasn't until I 
was 16 or 17 that I got self-conscious and 
insecure. As soon as I found out all my 
friends had gotten blow jobs, that's when 
I got insecure. 

PLAYBOY: Wasn't your first gig at a les- 
bian club? 

ROGEN: It was, yes. The club was called 
the Lotus, so that should've been a give- 
away right there. 

PLAYBOY: Did it occur to you midway 
through your set, Wait a minute, there's 
nothing but ladies here? 

ROGEN: No, I knew they were lesbians 
before I went on, thank God. They were 
very nice to me. That's the thing about 
lesbians: They have no problem with 
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young, cherubic boys who have not yet 
become men. I was very nonthreaten- 
ing, and I hadn’t wronged any of them 
in any way. So yeah, it was good. I highly 
recommend doing stand-up comedy for 
lesbians. They can hold their liquor. 
PLAYBOY: Are you proud of the jokes you 
wrote back then? 

ROGEN: They were not fantastic. I had 
something about how my grandparents 
were deaf and had whole conversations 
in which they couldn't hear each other. It 
was mostly just stupid, hackneyed stuff. 
A lot of misunderstood-argument jokes 
and Jewish-camp jokes. 

PLAYBOY: Did you attend a Jewish sum- 
mer camp as a kid? 

ROGEN: I did, and I loved it. There were 
no rules and no adults. At least at the 
camp I went to, the oldest person was 
21. Our counselors were 17 or 18 years 
old, and we were 15 or 16. There were 
no parents around at all. 

PLAYBOY: So it was basically Lord of the Flies. 
ROGEN: Yep, pretty much. It was just 
a bunch of young guys set loose on an 
island. You could run free for the first 
time, stay up all night and do whatever 
you wanted. We listened to some of the 
filthiest shit you can imagine. 

PLAYBOY: Filthy how? Sexually? 

ROGEN: Mostly comedy and music. We 
listened to a lot of Wu-Tang Clan and 
Adam Sandler records. | 

PLAYBOY: You’ve claimed that Sandler 
and specifically his song “At a Medium 
Pace” from the 1993 album They’re All 
Gonna Laugh at You! inspired much of 
your comic persona. 

ROGEN: That's true. 

PLAYBOY: Which part exactly? When 
Sandler sings about sticking shampoo bot- 
tles up his ass, the pube shaving, the strap- 
on dildos or the constant whacking off? 
ROGEN: All of it, man, all of it. I loved 
everything about it. It's sweet and dirty. 
That's something I've tried to do with 
every movie I've ever done. It's about 
mixing the tones of sweet and filthy. 
PLAYBOY: Did Sandler's movies appeal to 
you as much as his records? 

ROGEN: Definitely. He's just one of those 
comics every guy my age loved when 
we were growing up. Whenever one 
of his movies came out, we felt as if it 
belonged to us. We went to see Happy 
Gilmore and Billy Madison, and we were 
like, Ah, this guy is making movies for 
us. We're his audience. 

PLAYBOY: When did you realize you might 
be funny enough to become a profes- 
sional comedian? 

ROGEN: I don't know. I didn't wake up 
one morning and realize, Wait a minute, 
everybody thinks I'm hilarious—maybe 
I should do this for a living. Honestly, 
if you put me in a room with all my 
friends, I am by no means the funny guy. 
If you didn't know me from movies and 
you just put us all in the same room, I 
don't think you would look at me and 
say, "That guy should be in comedy." 


When I got on Freaks and Geeks, all my 
friends said, “Why the fuck are you on 
TV? We're funnier than you are." 
PLAYBOY: So why did you end up doing it? 
ROGEN: It was a calculated decision. I 
didn't want a real job, simple as that. It 
was either get into comedy or end up 
working at a fucking bank or something. 
I wanted a career that did not require a 
college education. 

PLAYBOY: You've described your parents 
as radical socialists. Did you grow up in 
a politically charged environment? 
ROGEN: Not really. They weren't militant 
or anything. My dad sometimes yelled at 
people at political rallies, and he made 
it on the news a couple of times. But 
remember, we were in Canada, where 
everything is a little more socialist than 
it is here, so there was less for them to 
complain about. 

PLAYBOY: Were they supportive of your 
comedic ambitions, or did they have 
hopes you might end up in politics? 
ROGEN: They knew I didn't give a shit at 
all about politics. That part of them did 
not rub off on me in any way. They were 
definitely supportive of what I was doing 
in comedy. My mom would drive me to 
shows all the time. I think they saw I was 
kind of good at it and really enjoyed it. 
That was always their mantra: Just do 
what makes you happy. 

PLAYBOY: In your high school yearbook 
you railed against the uselessness of edu- 
cation. You wrote, "Ever since I started 
earning more than my own teachers, 
everything kind of fell into perspective." 
Do you still feel that way, or was it the 
egotism of youth? 

ROGEN: I can't defend it. I wrote that 
when I was 17 years old and I'd just made 
$30,000 on Freaks and Geeks, which at the 
time seemed like a fortune. But still, I was 
such a fucking cocky little asshole. 
PLAYBOY: Unlike your high school peers, 
you were hanging out at nightclubs, watch- 
ing adult stand-up comics tell dirty jokes. 
Did they corrupt your young mind? 
ROGEN: Absolutely. It completely desensi- 
tized me to filth. From the time I was 13 
until I moved to L.A., on a regular basis 
I was listening to people say the dirtiest 
things you can say, and I saw them get 
huge laughs for saying it. 

PLAYBOY: How filthy was your material? 
ROGEN: Oh man, all my jokes were tame. 
I didn't even swear onstage until I was 
16. I used to dance on the line between 
dirty and clean. 

PLAYBOY: On Freaks and Geeks, you were 
a teenager playing a teenager. Isn't that 
like writing about divorce while you're 
in the middle of a divorce? What kind of 
perspective could you possibly have? 
ROGEN: I think it helped. That's what 


Judd liked about it. That's why he hired 


me as a writer for Undeclared, because I 
was the exact age of the people we were 
writing about. A lack of perspective can 
be helpful for a writer—you don't get 
caught up worrying about how people 


HEY, THIS 
BUD'S 
FOR YOU 


OUR PICKS FOR THE 
BEST STONER FILMS EVER 


Grab some popcorn, Milk Duds, sour-cream- 
and-onion chips, two big pizzas, Háagen Dazs, 
Funyuns or whatever munchies you crave, and 
let's try to remember the pot films we hold in 
the highest regard. (A) Pineapple Express. 
Seth Rogen as straight man, James Franco as 
his goofy dealer. It works and is the best (and 
only) stoner action movie ever, though we 
admit the killing harshed our mellow. (B) Up in 
Smoke. The kings of cannabis, Cheech and 
Chong, made a movie in which the word man 
is uttered 295 times. Far-out, man. (C) Saving 
Grace. Craig Ferguson based his character on 
himself, a bloke who likes a bit of a toke. (D) 
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will perceive it. You're just writing about 
the world exactly as you see it. 

PLAYBOY: You and Goldberg wrote Super- 
bad when you were just 13, right? 
ROGEN: That's right. We were two guys 
in high school writing about two guys in 
high school. There were no discussions 
like, *Remember when that happened?" 
It was "This just fucking happened today. 
Let's go write it down." 

PLAYBOY: Just how accurate was it? Did you 
and your friends really have such graphic 
conversations about sex as teenagers? 
ROGEN: Very much so. When Evan and 
I started writing it we wanted it to be as 
realistic to our experience as possible. So 
many movies and TV shows about high 


quintessential stoner surfer: “АП | need are 
some tasty waves, a cool buzz, and I'm fine.” 
(E) Half Baked. Witty film starring smokers 
from three different races. We miss Chappelle. 
(F) The Big Lebowski. Almost too sharp to be 
a stoner flick, but the Coen brothers make 
their hero the roach-hitting Dude. (G) Friday. 
This honest and hilarious weed flick made 
Chris Tucker and Ice Cube. (H) Harold & Kumar 
Go to White Castle. An homage to munchies, 
with Doogie Howser as an unhinged compan- 
ion. (1) Dazed and Confused. Wooderson: "Say, 
man, you got a joint?" Mitch: "No, not on me, 
man.” Wooderson: "It'd be a lot cooler if you 
did.’ Happy April 20. —R.R. 


school felt foreign to us. It wasn't any- 
thing we recognized. 

PLAYBOY: Don't teen comedies tend to 
emphasize slapstick antics over realism? 
ROGEN: Yeah, usually. No disrespect to a 
movie like American Pie, but it's very farci- 
cal and broad. A guy ejaculates in a beer, 
and then another guy drinks it. That's not 
what really happens in high school. 
PLAYBOY: Not many teenagers are having 
sexual relations with baked goods. 
ROGEN: It's funny and it's dirty, but it's hard 
to relate to. When I was in high school 
there weren't any movies about guys sitting 
around talking about how fucking horny 
they are, how pathetic and lame it is and 
all the weird shit they're doing to try to 


get laid. I remember being in a movie the- 
ater with a bunch of my friends, having the 
sickest conversation about blow jobs. One 
of us had gotten a blow job, and we were 
talking about it. I just remember thinking, 
There is nothing like this in movies. This is 
fucking crazy. If I heard this in a movie, 
I would be the happiest person on earth. 
That was really a lot of the inspiration. 
PLAYBOY: Apatow passed out a question- 
naire to the cast of Freaks and Geeks, ask- 
ing them to share their most painful 
childhood memories. What was your 
most painful memory? 

ROGEN: [Long pause] One time when I was 
in second grade I was picking my nose in 
the back of class. The janitor was in the 
room, and he said, “Hey, everyone, look! 
Seth’s picking his nose!” Everybody stared 
at me and laughed. That was pretty bad. 
PLAYBOY: That's your worst memory? 
Being teased for nose picking? 

ROGEN: Yeah, pretty much. Nothing hor- 
rible happened to me as a kid. 

PLAYBOY: So you're not one of those peo- 
ple who think comedy comes from pain? 
ROGEN: I think pain can help, but it's 
more about your attitude. I had an 
incredibly pleasant childhood. I have a 
great relationship with my parents. But 
when something bad happens to me, I’m 
not somebody who thinks, What the hell? 
This isn't fair! I'm more like, Yep, that 
seems about right. I think that's more 
conducive to comedy. Whether you've 
actually had pain in your life isn't impor- 
tant. If you're the kind of person who 
expects pain, then you're probably more 
inclined to become a comedian. 
PLAYBOY: Judd Apatow has blamed you 
for making his movies increasingly raun- 
chy. You were always pushing him to be, 
in his words, more “outrageously dirty." 
Is that a fair assessment? 

ROGEN: It is fair. 

PLAYBOY: How did you convince him to 
embrace his inner filthmonger? 

ROGEN: I just told him how I felt. When 
we were making The 40-Year-Old Virgin— 
and by “we” I mean Judd, Paul Rudd, 
Steve Carell and myself—it was a big deal. 
It was our first chance to make a movie. 
I had very strong opinions about what 
we should be doing and what I thought 
was lacking in comedy films at the time. 
I told Judd, “This is our chance! They'll 
never fucking make jer ips We had 
already tried to pitch that movie, along 
with Pineapple Express, but nobody was 
buying. "They're not going to let us do 
anything else, but they're letting us make 
this movie. Let's do it right!" 

PLAYBOY: How did Steve Carell feel about 
the filthy dialogue? 

ROGEN: He was a little nervous, but that's 
what made it funny. Steve is just so gen- 
uinely sweet that I knew the filthier the 
rest of us were, the funnier he would be. I 
remember having those discussions about 
it with Steve and Judd, and Steve was 
particularly resistant to it. He asked me 
to type up a version of the script without 


a single swear word in it, just so we would 
have it when we were shooting, in case 
it was obviously too dirty and the studio 
threatened to shut us down. We could say, 
"Okay, here's a version without any curs- 
ing whatsoever." It was just a safety net. 
PLAYBOY: It makes sense that Carell would 
be so protective. The 40-Year-Old Virgin 
was his breakout role. 

ROGEN: Yeah, of course. I understood 
that. But I was still aggressive about how 
important it was that we make an R-rated 
comedy about sex. Not PG or PG-13 but a 
hard R. We needed to have lots of scenes 
with dudes talking about sex in a realistic, 
dirty way. If we didn't do that, I told them, 
we would miss a huge opportunity. 
PLAYBOY: They listened to you, and it paid 
off. The success of The 40-Year-Old Virgin 
led to Superbad and Knocked Up. 

ROGEN: It certainly helped. 

PLAYBOY: Knocked Up has been criticized 
for being too far-fetched. Could a stoned, 
unemployed slacker really hook up with 
a woman as hot as Katherine Heigl, even 
if she were blind drunk? 

ROGEN: The people who say that are 


just guys with ugly girlfriends. That's all 


that is. [laughs] Honestly, I think that's 
a bullshit complaint. Before I was in 
movies I dated women who were far 
more attractive than I had any right to 
be dating. Sometimes it just comes down 
to your personality. Saying otherwise is 
demeaning to women. 

PLAYBOY: How is it demeaning? 

ROGEN: Maybe my character in Knocked Up 
doesn't have the greatest personality, but 
he has his moments. He's positive, he's 
funny—it's not like he's a horrible person. 
I think it's a discredit to women to suggest 
they wouldn't be able to recognize that a 
guy is kind and worthwhile even though 
he might be a little chubby. So basically, 
if a woman is attractive, that means she's 
automatically an idiot and superficial? 
PLAYBOY: What happens after the end 
credits in Knocked Up? Does the happy 
couple stay together? 

ROGEN: Probably not. I think they get 
divorced. Not right away, of course. 


'They would wait till the kid was older, 


like eight or nine or maybe in his teens. 


'They'd try to make it work for a while. 


PLAYBOY: Doesn't that ruin the movie for 
you? What's the point of these people 
having a baby together if their relation- 
ship is doomed to fall apart? 

ROGEN: The goal of Knocked Up is that the 
baby is born under nice circumstances. 


The father is in the delivery room, doing 


the responsible thing, and the mother 
is happy. What happens next could be 
a disaster, but we didn't need to go any 
further. That was our ending. 

PLAYBOY: Is it true you never held a baby 
until shooting the delivery-room scene 
for Knocked Up? 

ROGEN: It is. That was literally my first 
time holding a baby. 

PLAYBOY: Was it a scary experience or 
something you would like to try again? 
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ROGEN: I haven't held one since. 
PLAYBOY: So fatherhood isn't in the cards 
for you? 

ROGEN: It's nowhere on my radar. 
PLAYBOY: A baby to you would just be...? 
ROGEN: Something that gets in the way of 
what I love doing. 

PLAYBOY: Is it possible you'll be like Tony 
Randall and have kids in your late 70s? 
ROGEN: Maybe. People claim their kids 
bring them happiness. They tell me this 
all the time. I hear the words come out 
of their mouth, but I don't believe them. 
My girlfriend and I have lots of discus- 
sions about how we don't want kids. 
PLAYBOY: In Knocked Up your character 
claims that Eric Bana in Munich made it 
easier for Jewish guys to get laid. The 
same could be said of you. 

ROGEN: I don't know if I'm getting any- 
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body laid, but I have seen more guys 
lately who kind of look like me. I see 
commercials every once in a while and 
think, That dude wouldn’t be on TV if 
it weren't for Knocked Up. They prob- 
ably traded in their glasses for a slightly 
thicker frame, let their hair grow out 


just a bit and let their stubble come in. 


I created a new look for rotund Jews. 
It's an easily attainable look. 

PLAYBOY: You're like Woody Allen in 
that regard. 

ROGEN: I guess so. He created a look 
for small, nebbishy Jews, and I'm doing 
the same for chubby Jewish guys. I was 
just thinking about this the other day. 


In the 1980s, comedies were all about 


really cool guys. Like in Ferris Bueller's 
Day Off, Ferris is awesome and smooth, 
and he has his shit together. But these 
days nobody wants to see a comedy 
about a guy who is incredibly cool, has 
a hot fucking girlfriend, skips school 
perfectly and has the funnest day ever. 
Today Cameron [the dorky sidekick] 
would be the star of that movie. 

PLAYBOY: Your circle of friends in Knocked 
Up— Jason Segel, Jay Baruchel, Martin 
Starr and Jonah Hill—are also your 
friends in real life. Do you guys really 
hang out and play video games all day? 


ROGEN: When we're not working on a 
movie, yeah, pretty much. We also like 
to box one another for some reason, 
or we'll make up drinking games, like 
Edward 40-Hands. 

PLAYBOY: What's Edward 40-Hands? 
ROGEN: You duct-tape a 40-ounce bottle 
of beer to each of your hands, and you 
can't take them off till you're done drink- 
ing both of them. We've had a few 40- 
Hands parties. 

PLAYBOY: Do those parties typically end 
with a lot of puking? 

ROGEN: It's not that bad, really. Two 40s 
is the equivalent of, what, six beers? You 
want to drink fast to get the fucking 
things off your hands, but you don't want 
to drink it so fast that you get sick. It's a 
mental battle more than anything. 
PLAYBOY: You've admitted that many of 
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your movies are semiautobiographical. 
Let's separate the truth from the fiction. 
We'll mention a few plot points from 
your film oeuvre, and you tell us what's 
real and what's fabricated. 

ROGEN: All right, let's do it. 

PLAYBOY: Losing part of your ear in a 
gangland shoot-out [Pineapple Express]. 
ROGEN: That never happened. 

PLAYBOY: A woman who has her period 
does a grind dance against you, covering 
your leg with menstrual blood [Superbad]. 
ROGEN: No, but that did happen to a 
friend of ours, and we were the guys on 
the couch who discovered it. I forget who 
noticed it first, but one of us pointed it 
out—"What is that, red wine?" 

PLAYBOY: Seeing a Cirque du Soleil show 
in Vegas while tripping on hallucinogenic 
mushrooms [Knocked Up]. 

ROGEN: That's 60 percent true. 

PLAYBOY: Please explain. 

ROGEN: The drug might not have been 
mushrooms, but the rest is true. 
PLAYBOY: Was Paul Rudd involved? 
ROGEN: Yes. 

PLAYBOY: Being so obsessed with dicks as 
a kid that you used to compulsively draw 
them and hide the pictures in a lunch 
box [Superbad]. 

ROGEN: No, that’s fiction. That was a 


pure moment of imagination, which I 
don't have many of. 

PLAYBOY: Accidentally performing a 
“Dutch rudder” on a male friend [Zack 
and Miri Make a Porno]. 

ROGEN: Well, I did do it while shooting 
the movie, so I guess that’s true. 
PLAYBOY: A Dutch rudder, of course, is 
when you jerk off another guy with his 
own hand. Were you shocked when you 
found out what that phrase means? 
ROGEN: I’m always amazed when some- 
body tells me about an obscure sexual 
fetish Гуе never heard of. Kevin Smith, 
the director of Zack and Miri, is like a 
filth database. 

PLAYBOY: Going to Tijuana to see a don- 
key sex show and feeling bad for the 
donkey [Knocked Up]. 

ROGEN: Гуе never even been to Tijuana. 
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PLAYBOY: Admitting you would watch a 
Rosie O’ Donnell sex tape [Zack and Miri 
Make a Porno]. 

ROGEN: Yeah, I would. I would watch any 
celebrity's sex tape. 

PLAYBOY: But Rosie O'Donnell's? That 
may be too much. 

ROGEN: Really? I think you're lying. 
PLAYBOY: We think you're lying. 

ROGEN: You wouldn't even look at it for a 
second, just out of curiosity? 

PLAYBOY: Okay, fine. Just for a second. 
ROGEN: I knew it! 

PLAYBOY: Befriending your pot dealer 
and joining forces to take down a drug 
cartel [Pineapple Express]. 

ROGEN: Not true. 

PLAYBOY: Which part? 

ROGEN: Both. They're both fictional. 
PLAYBOY: You've never been friends with 
any of your dealers? 

ROGEN: My experience has been the exact 
opposite. I've had really weird pot deal- 
ers, generally speaking, and I haven't 
wanted to spend any time with them. 
PLAYBOY: Weird how? 

ROGEN: Maybe it's not them. Maybe I'm just 
impatient. You're kind of at their mercy. 
You just have to wait there until they're 
ready to weigh it and give it to you. And 
that can take (continued on page 103) 
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BY JONATHAN LITTMAN 


THIS MONTH, BASEBALLS ALL-TIME GREATEST HOME-RUN HITTER 

IS SCHEDULED TO TAKE THE STAND ON STEROID-RELATED PERJURY 

CHARGES IN THE MOST SENSATIONAL COURT CASE TO ROCK PRO 

SPORTS IN YEARS. IF BARRY BONDS WERE WHITE, WOULD THERE 
EVEN BE A CASE? WHO'S THE REAL VILLAIN? 


A PLAYBOY EXCLUSIVE REPORT 


where Barry Bonds would be either vindicated or con- 
victed of lying to a federal grand jury. My eye was drawn to the 
grand dais behind which Judge Susan Illston would preside dur- 
ing the trial, a huge seal of the U.S. district court anchoring the 
wall, a U.S. flae to the side. The courtroom had wood paneling 
and a high ceiling. Courtroom 10 had no windows, just like the 
place Bonds would go if a jury found him guilty. 

Outside the San Francisco federal building that Decem- 
ber 2007 morning, dozens of photographers mingled around 
satellite-TV trucks. A couple of women in bikinis shivered as they 
tried to take advantage of the scene to advertise the virtues of a 
vegan lifestyle. Gradually the reporters and lawyers filed into the 
courtroom for the main event. A dour courtroom artist in a black 
suit entered with her sketch pad, her pens and pencils hanging 
around her neck like bad jewelry. 

About 8:30 a bald guy strode in from a side door, taking a 
seat in front. Jeff Novitzky, IRS agent and Barry Bonds's nem- 
esis, wore a dark suit and looked straight ahead. A few minutes 


he time was 8:02 a.m., and | was the first person to walk 
into what in the next year or more would be the chamber 


before nine Bonds made his entry. His dark suit was of a better 
cut than Novitzky's and hung easily off his broad shoulders. The 
baseball star chatted and joked with his lead attorney, Michael 
Rains. Bonds's legal team was big enough to fill an infield. 

This was opening day for Bonds in his arraienment on federal 
perjury charges. He would not make every hearing during the 
next year, but when he did you could count on Novitzky being in 
the courtroom, watching his every move. 

| had first heard of Novitzky five years before, in the summer of 
2003, weeks before the government raid on Victor Conte, master- 
mind of the Bay Area Laboratory Cooperative (BALCO), the com- 
pany suspected of distributing steroids to high-profile athletes, and 
Bonds's trainer, Greg Anderson. Only four lawmen were working the 
BALCO investigation at the time. That summer and fall | met and 
talked to three of them a few miles from where Bonds pumped iron 
and became a home-run legend. From the beginning, the story they 
told me, which | wrote for pLaveoy (Gunning for the Big Guy, Мау 
2004), was markedly different from both the official government 
account and nearly all the books and countless articles that would 
be published on the steroid scandal. 
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In the years since, Novitzky has 
risen to lead a nationwide investiga- 
tion focused primarily on prosecuting 
athletes who allegedly lied to him or a 
erand jury about their use of substances 
believed to eive an athlete an edge. The 
media have anointed him a hero. The 
New York Times called Novitzky "an 
unlikely contender for the role of the 
Eliot Ness of the steroids age.” 

Novitzky has been portrayed as 
a lonely, honest lawman dedicated 

to a worthy cause. He grabbed the 
spotlight by taking on Marion Jones, areuably the premier black 
female athlete of her generation, then Roger Clemens, the leg- 
endary pitcher, all the while relentlessly pursuing Bonds, base- 
ball's ereatest home-run hitter. 

More than any other of Novitzky's targets, Bonds has been 
painted by the eovernment and the media as a larger-than-life 
villain, a portrayal that has inspired hatred, condemnation and 
even death threats. Few have noted that the white federal inves- 
tigator and prosecutors singled out a black man when they had 
equal if not greater cause to pursue then-Yankee Jason Giambi 
or any number of fairer-skinned stars. 

This spring's perjury trial of Bonds-scheduled to beein in early 


JEFF NOVITZKY. 


BONDS ARRIVES FOR HIS ARRAIGNMENT ON DECEMBER 7, 2008. 
HE PLEADED NOT GUILTY TO FOUR COUNTS OF PERJURY 


March- promises to draw a carnival of television, print and Inter- 
net attention not seen since the first O.J. Simpson spectacle. 
Forgotten in this media orgy is that Barry Bonds is no O.. No one 
was murdered. Nothine was stolen. No victim has been found. 
And Bonds may not have done anything particularly different 
from hundreds of other ballplayers. 

How did allegations of cheating in sports rise to the level of a 
federal crime and become a subject considered so critical that every- 
one from George W. Bush to Senator John McCain wanted to cast 
a stone at Bonds? Why did whatever Barry Bonds, Roger Clemens 
and Marion Jones said (or didn't say) become worthy of a $55 million 
federal investigation? Why for more than half a decade did so many 
miss the hypocrisy and brutal irony of what may one day be looked 
upon as the biggest put-up job in all of sports? 

| began reporting on this story before it made a single head- 
line. By early 2004 I'd already done more than 60 interviews with 
dozens of sources and have since stayed in the game. In the past 
year and a half Гуе written nearly 50 online pieces for Yahoo 
Sports and Playboy.com on the latest twists and turns in the 
case. | have had the opportunity to review secret grand-jury tes- 


"IN THE YEAR 2000 DID YOU 
TAKE SOMETHING YOU KNEW 
TO BE AN ILLEGAL STEROID?" 


timony and files, so | can report in this story critical facts about 
this case that have never been publicly uttered. | flew to the 
Clemens congressional hearing. | attended all the Bonds hear- 
ings and virtually all the BALCO trials. | also eot to Victor Conte, 
the man who started the scandal rolling. Along the way, I learned 
an old lesson. 

The passing of time can sometimes provide perspective, 
enabling us to see what has been in plain sight all along. 


ALCO became known to the general public on September 3, 

2003, shortly before noon, when a covey of unmarked 

sedans surrounded Conte's small suite of offices just 
south of San Francisco International Airport. Agents armed with 
handguns and rifles rushed inside. The crowd of TV cameramen 
and reporters invited to the show had no problem identifying 
the lead agency. There were 18 IRS agents, three FDA agents, 
the managing director of the U.S. Anti-Doping Agency, two San 
Mateo drug task-force agents and two agents with the Depart- 
ment of Homeland Security. 

BALCO consisted of Conte, his business partner, Jim Valente, 
and Valente's wife, Joyce. 

Novitzky would later testify in court that he first heard 
about Conte in the late 1980s when Conte’s nutritional- 
supplements business started to take off, addine that when 
Jones's husband, shot-putter C.J. Hunter, tested positive for 
doping before the 2000 Olympics, “И sparked my interest.” 
But this was years before any national criminal investigation 
of steroids in sports. Novitzky was an unheralded midlevel IRS 
agent. Why would a shot-putter testing positive for steroids 
spark his professional interest? 

A talented high jumper who played college basketball, 
Novitzky had grown up not far from Bonds on the San Francisco 
peninsula. Bonds had long been both popular and controversial 
in the Bay Area. The ballplayer filled stadiums and awed fans, 
but many locals found him less a Hank Aaron than a modern-day 
Ty Cobb-his talent matched by his surly demeanor. 

Novitzky seemed to take the superstar's cavalier treatment 
of the media and fans as a personal affront, and his raw corn- 
ments about the legendary black baseball player made some 
colleagues uneasy. Novitzky never expressed irritation at Mark 
McGwire, Jose Canseco or the numerous other lighter-skinned 
pro athletes widely suspected of steroid use. 

The IRS had no tradition of investigating steroids. Criminal 
IRS investigators 
have a well-defined 
function: to bring tax 
fraud perpetrators 
to justice. Novitzky 
testified in court 
that his interest in 
BALCO came about 
because of suspected 
money laundering. 
(continued 
on page 99) 
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“It looks like a bad day in the market.” 


THE SWEDISH 
SUPERMODEL 


Can you imagine this 19-year-old 
Swedish lovely hurling karate moves 
at you? Aleksandra Eriksson is a 
knockout in more ways than one. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY KEITH LANDER 
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he-first time I 
swung my leg 
over BMW’s new 


жол, Е pa F 800 GS, I was 
y y МЕС Че оп a junket in the Сапуоп- 
F dds of Utah as a guest of 
75 do ? „ tine German company. After 
Ве «E А „ riding the bike, i came home 
aS: N. “ч and sold my Norton, then 
iv bought and outfitted one of 


the first F 800 GS bikes in 
the country. Within a month Ра chased corners in the 
Andes arid screamed on dirt and paved roads through 
Peru. And Ecuador. Panama. Costa Rica. Honduras. Guä- 
temala. Mexico. Five weeks of riding left me with a mind- 
blowing montage of cantinas, roadblocks, Incan ruins, 
river crossings, drug-sniffing dogs, teenagers with AK- 
47s, rampant bulls, Mayan ruins, biker bars, potholes 
and sunset vistas. The F 800 GS was unstoppable (to 
quote a BMW ad campaign), unless, that is;1 yanked on 
the brakes, which provided plenty of stopping power. 
When got home I swore Га wash my bike-someday: 
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SPORT/STUNT BIKE: 
нашазант NINJA zx-em 


The dream is speed, performance, slicing 
and dicing on track days and standing on the 
podium as a world-champion Supersport rider. 
Or the dream is being the star of a cable series 
devoted to stunts, pulling stoppies (jamming 
on the front brake to lift the rear wheel) from, 
oh, 160 mph. Call it Dr. Jekyll or Mr. Hyde, but 
the ZX-6R is the weapon of choice for Super- 
sport racers and professional hooligans, er, 
stuntmen. (Google Kane Friesen or Jason 
Britton.) The reason? The ZX-6R is lighter 
(at 421.2 pounds), more powerful (130 hp at 
13,500 rpm) and, with regard to handling, more 
precise and responsive than any of Kawasaki's 
Supersport predecessors. When Team Green 
sets outto revise a classic, to reclaim the crown 
in the hotly contested 600 cc category, it goes 
all out. Racers and renegades will gladly fork 
over $9,799 for this beauty. kawasaki.com 


t pays to shed those entre tuo wheels. тя 
а roundup of this year's stable of hot neu bikes ~ 
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For now the dings and dirt serve as character lines. 
Already Pm planning a return to the road, maybe a trip to 
the arctic circle or a circumnavigation of the Great Lakes. 
This bike ignites that kind of wanderlust. 

The specs: BMW took the highly praised parallel twin 
798 cc engine that debuted in the F 800 S, revised the 
cylinder angle and lowered the engine case, making 
room for the 21-inch front wheel and off-road suspen- 
sion. The tweaked six-speed engine gives 85 horsepower 
at 7,500 rpm. But what you notice is the boot-up-your- 
backside torque—62 foot-pounds at 5,750 rpm, perfect 
for clawing your way up а rock-strewn hill or pulling 
away from commuter traffic on the paved stuff. Brakes: 
two-piston floating calipers up front and single-piston 
floating calipers out back. The base price is $10,995, but 
most bikes entering the U.S. retail at $12,995 (including 
ABS, heated grips and an onboard computer). If you're 
like most adventure riders, you'll spring for side cases, 
luggage racks, engine guards, bash plates, handlebär- 
mounted GPS and the like— none of it chrome But all of 
it costly. dent eden, > 
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ADVENTURE BIKE: 
“ҸО emu ғ вее GS 


МОМЕҮ-15-МО-ОВ ЈЕСТ BIKE: 
DUCATI DESMOSEDICI АА 


Imagine for a moment that the stock market 
recovers, your company puts all its profits 
into your 401(k), a rich uncle who hoarded 
Krugerrands names you in his will —what- 
ever it takes to make the phrase money is 
no object ring true. Your dream machine 
suddenly takes on the color red. Ducati's 
$72,500 Desmosedici RR is a replica of the 
Italian company's GP6, the bike factory-team 
riders used this past season to compete in 
MotoGP, the fastest, most competitive two- 
wheel races on earth. The Desmo’s 989 cc V4 
puts out almost 200 hp at 13,800 rpm, with 
an engine note so glorious it could turn the 
head of God. Or the highway patrol three 
states away. Of course, if money is no object, 
you probably have a track in your backyard. 
Zero to 60: 2.6 seconds. Top speed: 192 mph. 
Only 1,500 will be made. ducati.com 
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We consider Harley’s classic nn - 
Sportster to be its own category = 


of motorcycle. After teasing 
Americans with the new Sport- 
ster XR1200 prototype back in 
2006, Harley introduced the dirt- 
track-racer replica as a European- 
market-only model. The few 
American motorcycle writers who 
tested it came back raving about 
its handling, power, braking and 
feel. The bike sought out corners 
with the kind of thirst not associ- 
ated with heavy, chrome-laden 
Harleys. Then Harley relented 
and started offering the bike 
to U.S. customers in December. 
The styling pays tribute to the 
dirt-track champions. of three 
decades of AMA racing (starting 
post-World War Il). The oil-cooled 
1,200 cc V-Twin pumps out 91 hp 
at 7,000 rpm—20 more than a 
standard Sportster and enough to 
propel the bike to 124 mph. Torque 
is a manly 73.9 foot-pounds at 
4,000 rpm. The Nissin brakes 
bring this 580-pound bruté to a 
hard stop just like that. Finally 
Milwaukee has made a challenger ` 
to such naked-bike benchmarks Ss Е er 
as the Aprilia Tuono. The sticker 2 2 - 7.0; 
starts at an impressive $10,799..-. E 7 
harleydavidson.com : v" 


ECONO-WHEELS: 
UECTRIX UX-1 


We never thought рг Аүвоү would feature a product whose tagline promises “Good. 
Clean. Fun." But here goes. For those of you whose dream is green, who seek 
emission-free mobility, energy independence and the smug satisfaction of know- 
ing you are morally superior to all but Al Gore, this machine defines future chic. 
The Vectrix harnesses the power of two nickel-metal hydride battery packs to zip 
along at speeds up to 62 mph (zero to 50 in 6.8 seconds). Depending on how 
you drive, it has a range of 35 to 55 miles—at a cost of about a penny a mile. The 
scooter recharges in three to five hours, from any electrical outlet (maybe Star- 
bucks will let you plug in while you sip your cappuccino and use the free wireless). 
This is a technical marvel, the first highway-legal all-electric two-wheel wonder 
on the planet. It's so silent it will scare you. Being the first kid onthe block to own 
one does not come cheap: MSRP is $10,495. vectrix.com 


CRUISER: 


YAMAHA U STAR 950 


Cruisers have evolved from those beasts of the 1960s— 
think tractor engine slapped onto a weight bench—into 
elegant platforms for the creative use of chrome. The 
big-engined bruiser cruisers are still out there, but 
recently the industry (and customers) have looked to 
midsize engines. The point is to match cruiser feel and 
aesthetics with agility and ease of handling. You don't 
need the body-mass index of a linebacker to push 
Star's new V Star 950 around a parking lot. The 942 cc 
engine produces gobs of horsepower, 58.2 foot-pounds 
of torque at 3,500 rpm and, just as important in this 
category, a throaty exhaust note. Power flows through 
the beast; it is long (96 inches), lean (613 pounds) and 
low (with a 26.5-inch seat height). And it is delight- 
fully nimble. The sticker ranges from $7,890 to $8,090 
depending on color. starmotorcycles.com 


* 


` 


РА 


* 


M 


"Well, I've finished with the dusting. Will there be anything else?" 


NE FAREWELL 70 THE, 
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erhaps the two most remarkable things about Вейіе Page, the raven-haired sex ѕігеп who died last December at the 
age of 85, were, first, that people who didn't know her name could nevertheless instantly recognize her iconic image with the 
bangs and the expansive smile and the shapely leopard-skin-bikini-clad (or unclad) figure and, second, that so many people 
did know her name, enough that she was eulogized with long appreciations in The New York Times, The Washington Post and 
the Los Angeles Times among many other publications. For a time, in the 1950s, Bettie was the American equivalent of the 
models on French postcards—the girl who fired more secret adolescent fantasies than any other woman. But unlike those 
French models, who were nameless and faded into oblivion in part because sex was considered shameful, Bettie Page was 
Bettie Page (or actually Betty Page, since her name was usually misspelled in films and magazines), her identity a kind of 
declaration not only that Bettie had arrived but that sex had too. Bettie was the Elvis Presley of sex. 
Just as he arose from the dangerous musical margins of black blues that separated him from the con- 
ventional crooners of his day, Bettie arose from the sexual demimonde that separated her from the 
brassy Hollywood bombshells, and just as Presley finally crashed into superstardom, Bettie became 
the first girlie superstar. Though she never attained the mainstream megastardom Presley did, she 
might have done as much as anyone to drag sex out of the shadows and into the light of day. 
In some ways she was an unlikely candidate for sexual superstardom, much less for sexual 
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Bettie started 
modeling fo 
pinup photogra* 
pher Irving КА 

in 1952 (left). S 
also posed f 
Bunny Yeagél 
which resulted in’ 
a classic jungle 
shot (below).  — 


trailblazing. Though pretty, she wasn't classically beautiful. One eye 
drooped slightly, and both eyes were smallish under high, arching brows 
that made them seem even smaller. She wasn't statuesque, either. If any- 
thing, she was lithe. Her figure was a perfect 36-23-35, but her breasts 
were not hard and bomb shaped like today's silicone versions, and she 
confessed that before her period they could get soft, as she lamented 
they had been for her famous PLAYBOY Centerfold of January 1955. (It 
takes a real professional to be that aware of her body.) She didn't have 
the typical attitude of the girlie star. In her movies she doesn't undulate 
so much as wiggle. She wasn't pouty, sultry, coy or seductive, though 
she occasionally affected those poses. But when she narrowed her eyes, 
puckered her mouth and cooed, she seemed to parody sex rather than 
embody it. At best she was what used to be called saucy. 

Still, Bettie did have something beyond sauciness that catapulted her 
into stardom from the ranks of the girlie models who pranced about in 
their lingerie in Titter, Flirt, Stare, Bold Girls! and the other déclassé men's 
magazines of the 1950s. What Bettie had in abundance was joie de vivre. 
This was a girl who clearly liked being in front of the camera, liked to show 
herself off, liked her body, liked the whole idea of men watching her and 
liked sex. Her most prominent feature wasn't her bosom, though her bosom 
was certainly attractive; it was that vast smile of hers, her lips glistening with 
lipstick and revealing an expanse of perfect teeth. In her films and photos 
Bettie is almost always smiling. She is one happy, happy lady. 


Bettie often played the victim in Klaw's photographs and short films. 
Above, she poses with another of Klaw's favorite models, Roz Green- 
wood. “Page is the rage" is how one magazine described her. 


From her personal history, Bettie Page would seem to have had 
nothing much to smile about, which is one reason why her joy was 
so powerfully expressed. She was born on April 22, 1923 in Nashville, 
but her family was nomadic, moving wherever her auto-mechanic 
father could find a job to support his wife and six children. Trying to 
get from Texas back to Tennessee during the Depression, Roy Page 
stole a police car, was arrested and was sentenced to the penitentiary 
in Atlanta. To add to the Dickensian drama, Bettie would later claim he 
had molested her. After his incarceration Bettie and her sisters were 
placed in an orphanage because their mother couldn't support them. 
It was here, Bettie said, that she learned how to pose by playing a 
game called program, in which a girl would stand in the center of a 
circle while other girls called out roles for her to play. 

She eventually found her bliss not in her beauty but in her brains. 
She was the salutatorian at Hume-Fogg High School in Nashville, los- 
ing valedictorian because of a B in an art class. She called this a life- 
changing event because the valedictorian received a full scholarship to 
Vanderbilt. Losing the scholarship, Bettie said, she lost her ambition and 


“| never thought 
I was incredibly 
attractive," Bet- 
tie told PLAYBOY 
in 2007. “Some- 
times | used to 
imagine the 
camera was my 
boyfriend and 
1 was making 
love to him.” 


will. Instead, she attended the lesser George Peabody 
College for Teachers, directly across the street from Van- 
derbilt, graduated and briefly taught school, admitting 
she had a hard time keeping the boys in line. 

Her life took an important turn right before she left 
for Peabody, when Billy Neal, a local high school foot- 
ball star, wolf whistled at her while he cruised by in a 
convertible with a friend, beginning a romance that cul- 
minated in marriage. (She was wed in a black dress in 
a five-minute ceremony on a Saturday morning, which, 
she would say, clearly expressed her ambivalence 
about her matrimony.) She joined Neal in northern 
California, where he was stationed during World War 
Il before he shipped out with the Navy to the Pacific, 
and it was while she was in San Francisco, working as 
a secretary and doing some modeling, that she was 
discovered by Art Grayson, a window washer who had 
done some directing in silent movies. Grayson sent 
Bettie's photo to 20th Century Fox and got her a screen 
test, which she failed because, she said, they made her 
up like Joan Crawford, in an exotic, glamorous look 
that contradicted her homespun beauty. 

Bettie never made it in Hollywood—to her everlast- 
ing regret, she ignored an invitation from Warner Bros. 


for another screen test, opting to return to 
Nashville with Neal—but the movies were 
never really her métier anyway. She was 
probably too unaffected for Hollywood, too 
joyously unself-conscious. The mainstream 
Hollywood sex symbols at the time were 
bigger and brassier than Bettie and more 
outré; it was almost as if a woman had to be 
blonde, buxom and bejeweled to broadcast 
her sexuality and warn mortal men of her 
danger—a stereotype Marilyn Monroe even- 
tually managed to spoof and defuse. The 
bombshells were also more self-aware than 
Bettie. Monroe may have been typecast as a 
dumb blonde, but on-screen and off she was 
always alert to her effect, always sensitive to 
her needs; she was clever and surreptitiously 
willful. Bettie, however, was openly compli- 
ant, both in her life and in her photos. There 
was no calculation about her, not even much 
intention. "After losing out as valedictorian, for 
some reason | took whatever life gave me," 
she once said. Another time she said she had 


Bunny Yeager captured several 
sides of Bettie, from the sexy 
beach bunny (left) to the inno- 
cent Bettie with a stuffed animal 
(above). The duo worked together 
(right) producing classic images 
in the mid-1950s during Bettie's 
peak modeling years. 
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started modeling only because “1 could make more 
money in two hours as a model than in 40 hours as a 
secretary.” Despite appearances on The Jackie Glea- 
son Show and in several off-Broadway productions, 
she dismissed ideas that she ever had any ambitions 
as an actress or as anything else, for that matter. 
Bettie's real medium was photography, in which 
her compliance was a virtue. After the war, she and 
Neal divorced, and Bettie wound up in New York, 
where she was spotted in Central Park or at Coney 
Island or on Jones Beach (the stories vary) in the 
early 1950s by Jerry Tibbs, a muscular policeman 
who was also an amateur photographer. Tibbs intro- 
duced Bettie to "camera clubs" where models posed 


How many pinup 
stars inspire 
their own fan- 
zine? Bettie's 
fame launched 
The Betty Pages, 
devoted to pho- 
tographs of and 
information 
about Bettie. 
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Bettie’s 3-D photos were a 
high-tech sensation back in 
the 1950s. But the Queen Ж 
of Pinups didn’t need gim- 
micks—she could make a 
telephone look sexy. 


| used to imagine the camera was my boyfriend and | was 
making love to him,” she told ргдүвоү in 2007. 

It showed. What Bettie couldn't achieve in Hollywood, she 
achieved in the world of silent girlie films and bondage photos 
and movies in which her playfulness distinguished her. The 
Josef von Sternberg to Bettie’s Marlene Dietrich was a portly, 
balding entrepreneur named Irving Klaw, who, with his sister 
Paula, made his living in an office on New York’s East 14th 
Street, selling photos of movie stars until the Klaws discovered 


ща market for silent films and photos of young women in lingerie 


gyrating for the camera or of women bound and gagged. Bettie 


drm 
ey 


began as a Klaw model in 1952. Within a short time, though, 
=> Klaw's customers recognized the woman with the long black 
“= tresses falling halfway down her back, the bangs, the smile and 


for members. He also convinced Bettie to mask her 
high forehead with the bangs that would become 
her trademark. 

As a poser, Bettie was a natural. The seductive- 
ness in her photos might have been faked; the joy 
was real. Bettie found liberation in front of the cam- 
era, and her pictures were her fantasy just as surely 
as they were the fantasy of the men who looked at 
them. Her own romantic life was bleak. The love 
of her life, a handsome Peruvian, turned out to be 
married, and during her peak years as a model in 
New York, Bettie later said, “| had less sex than at 
any other time of my life.” The camera was her sex 


52 and her release. “Nobody knew it, but sometimes 


the palpable sexual joy as the Queen of Curves or the Dark 
Angel or the Queen of Bondage or Miss Pinup Girl of the World, 


Bettie was a favorite of “camera club” photographers—hobby- 
ists who photographed her around New York or at the beach. 
They published their photos in so-called “nature” magazines. 


in the same way an earlier generation of 
moviegoers had identified an unknown 
comedian as the Tramp or a winsome 
young actress as the Girl With the Curls. 
And inevitably, just as the Tramp rapidly 
emerged as Charlie Chaplin and the 
Girl With the Curls as Mary Pickford, the 
Queen of Curves became known as 
Bettie Page. Her fans discovered and 
anointed her. “Page is the rage" was 
how one magazine put it. 

But it was by any standard an odd 
sort of stardom, the stardom of the 
sexual netherworld. There would be no 
big-budget Technicolor movies for Bet- 
tie Page. (There was barely a talkie, only 
Klaw's cheesy Varietease, a burlesque 
film in which Bettie does a dance of the 
four veils, and its equally cheesy sequel, 
Teaserama.) There would be no public- 
ity campaigns, no interviews in glossy 


magazines, no gossip about her in the 
major columns, not even the kind of tit- 
tering mainstream notoriety that strip- 
pers Lili St. Cyr and Gypsy Rose Lee 
attracted. The general public wouldn't 
know her name. Bettie was a star sub 
rosa—a star of eight-millimeter peep- 
show movies and tawdry men's maga- 
zines. She wasn't fit for polite society. 
Viewing Bettie's short Klaw films 
today is like taking a time machine to an 
ancient past. Even the titles seem ante- 
diluvian: Peppy Graceful Dance, Joyful 
Dance by Betty, Betty's Clown Dance 
(with a clown doll), Betty's Lingerie 
Tease Dance, Retum of the Teaser Girl. 
Despite those titles Bettie really doesn't 
dance. She shimmies, shakes her rump, 
kicks her legs, bumps and grinds, 
tosses her head and runs her fingers 
through her hair, blows kisses to the 
camera, fiddles with her nylons and, of 
course, smiles—always smiles. She 
typically wears black nylon stockings, 
stiletto heels, evening gloves and a 
brassiere and panties, both generously 
cut to (concluded on page 92) 


THE PLAYBOY BAR. 


Picture a small London laboratory in the early 1800s. Inside, a pharmacist is at work. His name is James Burrough, 
and he's known to locals for bizarre elixirs like "artificial asses' milk." Burrough is making gin. It's a new idea in 
London. By steeping grain alcohol with exotic botanicals available in the city for the first time—juniper berries from 
Italy, citrus peels from Spain, almonds from Eastern Europea distiller could make a marvelous potion. Juniper 
berries were believed to ward off worm infestation and hemorrhoids. Other distillers, like Charles Tanqueray and 
Alexander Gordon, were also perfecting recipes for what is now known as London dry gin. Burrough named his gin 
Beefeater after the fat men who guarded the Tower of London. Nowadays when you walk into a liquor store and 


buy Beefeater, Tanqueray or Gordon's Lond 
so many years ago. They won't cure hemor 


FOR HIM: 

We use the recipe from Ray- 
mond Chandler's novel The 
Long Goodbye: “A real gimlet 
is half gin and half Rose's Lime 
Juice and nothing else." 

1 shot gin 

1 shot Rose's Lime Juice 

Shake with ice, and strain into 
a chilled cocktail glass. 


FOR THE PARTY: 


dry gin, you're buying the exact recipes those tinkerers perfected 
ids, but they'll do wonders for your disposition. 


FOR HER: 


Created by Niccole Trzaska of the 
Stone Rose Lounge in New York. 
1% oz. Martin Miller's gin 

1 oz. Cointreau 

% oz. fresh lemon juice 

1 egg white 

Regans' orange bitters 

Shake all but the bitters vigor- 
ously with ice, and strain into 
a chilled cocktail glass. Add a 


dash of the bitters on top. 


Anyone who has traveled in 
Italy knows how well this cock- 
tail works as an aperitif. It's also 
great for parties because it has 
three equally matched ingredi- 
ents—easy to make by the glass 
or the pitcher. 

1 part gin 

1 part Campari 

1 part sweet vermouth 

Shake with ice, and dump with 
the ice into a rocks glass. Gar- 
nish with a slice of orange peel. 


TASTEMAKERS 


Gin is basically vodka infused with 
the flavor of eclectic botanicals har- 
vested from all over the globe. To 
wit, the 1O flavoring agents distilled 
into a bottle of Bombay Sapphire: 
almonds and lemon peel from Spain, 
licorice root from China, juniper ber- 
ries (gin's most characteristic flavor) 
and orrisroot from Italy, angelica root 
from Saxony, coriander seeds from 
Morocco, cassia bark from Indochina, 
cubeb berries from Java and aframo- 
mum melegueta ("grains of paradise") 
from west Africa. 


MIXED DRINKS 


The prevailing wisdom with mixed 
drinks is to combine cheap mixers with 
cheaper swill. But there's no reason 
you can't raise the level of a simple gin 
and tonic. We recommend a strongly 
flavored gin, such as Beefeater, so the 
botanicals come through, and quality 
mixers. Juice can be freshly squeezed. 
Always go for bottled tonic water, not 
the junk they shoot out of a gun. Try 
Q Tonic (pictured), made with quinine 
from bark handpicked in the Andes 
mountains and sweetened with agave 
rather than high-fructose corn glop. 


GIN BY ANY OTHER NAME 


Not all gin is London dry gin. There's 
old tom gin, a sweetened version 
popular in the 19th century that you 
can still buy in England. Sloe gin is a 
completely different beast—a reddish- 
brown liqueur made with sloe berries 
and used in cocktails like the corvette 
and the fast buck. You can still find 
some Dutch gin, or genever, in Ameri- 
can bars—look for the brands Damrak 
and Van Gogh. Here in the States we 
have a few boutique gins: Try the won- 
derfully crisp Distillery No. 209 (pic- 
tured), made at a Napa Valley winery. 
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It has been called “the only American 
invention as perfect as the sonnet” 
(H.L. Mencken) and “the supreme 
American gift to the world” (Bernard 
DeVoto). Legend has it the martini 
dates back to the 19th century, when 
a bartender named “Professor” Jerry 
Thomas mixed old tom gin with sweet 
vermouth and some other ingredi- 
ents. He called the drink the martinez 
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LONDON 


DRY GIN 


IMPORTED 


ON THE MARTINI 


cocktail. The martini didn't resemble 
today's "see-through" until the 1930s. 
What we love most about the martini 
is its simplicity (chilled gin with how- 
ever much dry vermouth you wish) 
and its flexibility. Like a good set of 
tires, it performs beautifully whether 
it’s dry, moist or sopping wet. Twist? 
Olives? Up? Rocks? Dirty? We love 
them all. Our favorite martini gin is 


Plymouth because of its complex- 
ity and balance; no single botanical 
jumps to the fore. If you can't taste the 
vermouth, in our opinion you're not 
drinking a martini. We keep glasses 
and a shaker of ice in the freezer at 
all times—at home and at the office. 
And we embrace the vigorous shake, 
which leaves shardlike chips of ice 
atop a freezing-cold glassful. 


PART | 


women will love 
me. 

It defines my life 

from my 10th birth- 


day on. | invoked The 
Curse half a century ago. The 


THE HILLIKER вата 


kept me in near-continuous 
dialogue and redress. | write 
stories to console her, a phan- 
tom. She is ubiquitous and 
never familiar. Other women 
loom flesh-and-blood. They 
have their stories. Their 


touch has saved me in vary- 

ing increments and allowed 

BY me to survive my insane 

appetite and ambition. They 

have withstood my reckless- 

J A IM Г $ E L L R О Y ness and predation. | have 

resisted their rebukes. My 

storytelling gifts are imper- 

viously strong and rooted in 

the moment that | wished my 

s. mother dead. Women give 

me the world and hold the 

world tenuously safe for me. 

| cannot go to Them to find 

Her much longer. Their story 

must eclipse Hers in volume 

and content. | must honor 

Them and distinguish each 

- one from Her. Му pursuit has 

been both raw and discern- 

ing. The latter comforts me 

now. There were always grace 

notes along with the hunger. 

It's been a fever dream. | 

must decorously decode it. If 

| address them with candor, 

а they'll cut me loose of the 

en fury. They'll find me alone 
and talk to me in the dark. 


MURDERED e І. 

The numbers don't matter. It's 
not a body count, a scratch- 
EN pad list or a boast. Girlfriends, 
: wives, one-night stands, paid 
companions. Chaste early 
figures. A high-stat blitz later 
on. Quantity means shit in 
my case. Culminated con- 
tact means less than that. | 
MULTIPART MEMOIR was a watcher at the get-go. 
Visual access meant capture. 
The Curse incubated my nar- 
rative gift. My voyeur's eye 
pre-honed it. | lived a kiddie 
version of the twisted heroes 

| created 30 years hence. 
We're looking. We're eye- 
ball-arched and orbing in 
orbit. We're watching women. 
We want something enor- 
mous. My heroes don't know 
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it yet. Their virginal creator has not a clue. We don't know 
that we're reading personae. We're looking so that we can 
stop looking. We crave the moral value of one woman. We'll 
know Her when we see Her. In the meantime, we'll look. 

A document establishes my early fixation. It’s dated 
2/17/55. It predates The Curse by three years. It's a play- 
ground shot in Kodak black and white. 

A jungle gym, two slides and a sandbox clutter the fore- 
ground. I’m standing alone, stage left. l'm Lurch-like big and 
unkempt. My upheaval is evident. A stranger would mark me 
as a fucked-up child in everyday duress. | have beady eyes. 
They're fixed on four girls, huddled stage right. The photo 
is rife with objects and children in lighthearted movement. 
I'm coiled in pure study. 
My scrutiny is staggeringly 
intense. I'll re-read my mind 
then, 54 years back. 

These four girls stand in 
as The Other. I’m a pious 
Lutheran boy. There can 
be only one. Is it her, her, 
her or Her? 

| think my mother took 
the picture. Another parent 
would have cropped out 
the freako little boy. Jean 
Hilliker at 39. The pale skin 
and red hair, center-parted 
and tied back. My features 
and fierce eyes and a sure 
grace that | have never 
possessed. 

The photo is a window- 
sill carving. | was still too 
young to roam unfettered 
and press my face up to 
the glass. My parents sep- 
arated later that year. Jean 
Hilliker put my dad on 
skates and rolled him to 
a cheap pad a few blocks 
away. | snuck out for quick 
visits. High shrubs and 
drawn shades blocked 
my views en route. My 
mother told me that my 
father was spying on her. She sensed it. She said she saw 
smudge marks on her bedroom window. | read the divorce 
file years later. My father copped to peeping. He said he 
peeped to assess my mother's indigenous moral sloth. 

He saw her having sex with a man. It did not legally jus- 
tify his presence at her window. Windows were beacons. 
| knew it in my crazed-child rush to The Curse. | entered 
houses through windows a decade hence. | never left 
smudge marks. My mother and father taught me that. 


XXXXX 

She had the stones. He had the bunco-artist gab and the 
grin. She always worked. He dodged work and schemed 
like Sergeant Bilko and the Kingfish on Amos 'n' Andy. 
The pastor at my church called him the world's laziest 
white man. He had a 16-inch schlong. It dangled out of 
his shorts. All his friends talked about it. This is not a 
wacked-out child's reconstruction. 

Jean Hilliker got bourbon-bombed and blasted the 
Brahms concertos. Armand Ellroy subscribed to scandal 
rags and skin magazines. | got two days a week with him. 
He let me stare out his front window and fuck with his 
binoculars. My ninth birthday arrived. My mother got me 
a new church suit. My dad asked me what | wanted. | said 


| wanted a pair of X-ray-eye glasses. | saw them advertised 
in a comic book. 

He yukked and said okay. He sent a buck in through 
the U.S. mail. | couldn't track the sale. | had to trust the 
manufacturer's honor and efficacy. 

It was 1957. Things moved s/ooow then. | waited. 

It's the Season of My Discombobulation. It's winging 
into the Withering Winter of My Dipshit Discontent. | was 
agitated. | sat in my mother's clothes closet. | loved the 
smell of her lingerie and nurses' uniforms. | was dreading 
Christmas. My mother had scheduled a trip to Madison, 
Wisconsin. We were going to see her sister. Aunt Leoda 
had married a Catholic. My dad thought she was Red. 

The X-ray-eye glasses 
arrived. 

| unwrapped the 
package and put them 
on. | squinted through 
turquoise-colored cel- 
lophane. 

The walls didn't melt. 
| couldn't see the criss- 
crossed beams under the 
plaster. My dad laughed at 
me. Sandra Danner's house 
was three blocks away. | 
sprinted there, full tilt. 

Sandy and her mom 
were stringing up Christ- 
mas lights. | put my 
glasses on and stared at 
them. They laughed at 
me. Sandy touched her 
head and twirled a finger. 
It was '50s-speak for He 
Craaaaazy. 

The glasses were a 
shuck. | ran back to the 
pad. My dad was still 
laughing. | ripped the 
glasses into shreds of 
cardboard and cello- 
phane. My dad gave me 
my consolation prize: a 
new baseball. | chucked it 
out the window. My dad 
yukked and told me to shake a leg. We were going to a 
movie up in Hollywood. My flight back east was tonight. 

The flick was called Plunder Road. Psycho losers loot 
a train loaded with gold bullion. Two of the guys had 
zaftig girlfriends. They wore tight blouses and pedal 
pushers. The theater was near-empty. | moved closer 
for a better orb on the chicks. My dad lobbed Jordan 
Almonds at my head and chortled. 

The heist went bad. The Main Loser and the Main 
Babe welded the bullion to the front bumper of her 
car and chrome-plated it. They headed out to TJ on 
the Hollywood Freeway. Malign fate intervened. The 
Main Loser and Main Babe got in a fender bender. An 
alert cop noticed the gold underplating and wasted 
the Main Loser's ass. The Main Babe pitched some boo- 
hoo. Her big chi-chis shook. 

The movie spooked me. My wig was loose. | didn't want 
to fly to Dogdick, Wisconsin. My dad strolled me down Hol- 
lywood side streets and cut north on Cherokee. He installed 
me on the front steps of a building. He said he'd be inside for 
an hour. He gave me a comic book and said don't roam. 

| was a dirty-minded-child-with-a-religious-streak. My shit 
detector clicked in, resultantly. | heard my dad use the term 
fuck pad. | concluded this: (continued on page 106) 


THE WAIT 


HÉT! THY RECORD COMPANY 
CPS HAS JUST RE-REMASED 
"BWE TARMAC" BY ZZ Plif 
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The sky's the limit for stunning Miss April 


emember back in high school there was that one 
girl who stood out for all the right reasons? She was 
smart, dressed a cut above the rest and was stun- 
ningly beautiful. She was funny and confident. She 
wore high heels. She had it all. At Hope High School 
in tiny Port Lavaca, Texas in the late 1990s, that girl was 
Hope Dworaczyk. That the school’s name matched her own 
was a coincidence, though it really did seem as if it had 
been named for this one student. Hope’s grandma was the 
principal, to boot. People looked at the statuesque teenager 
and said, "Hey, she could be a model.” 

You always wonder what becomes of the It girl. Does she 
end up with her own episode of Intervention? Does she fill her 
trunk with junk and become a leg breaker for the Mob? You 
never know. For Hope, happily, things went just as planned. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY STEPHEN WAYDA 
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LANA FUCHS 


Above: Hope interviewing fash- 
ion designer Richie Rich (who 
designed last year's Playmate of 
the Year dress) for her television 
show, Inside Fashion. Left: Miss 
April struts down the runway for 
a Lana Fuchs show. “I love my job 
so much that it's not like a job to 
me,” she says. 


She won a Texas beauty pageant. 
She aced her accelerated-studies 
program and graduated early, at the 
age of 16, then got an agent and 
started modeling professionally. She 
had the balls—let's rephrase that, the 
poise—to blossom into a successful 
überbeauty. Today the 24-year-old is a 
fashion model and a host of the Cana- 
dian television series /nside Fashion. 
She's also Miss April 2009. 

Of course, Hope is a jet-setter. She 
walks the catwalk at Fashion Week in 
New York and Fashion Week Swim 
in Miami Beach, among other gigs, 
and travels constantly for her TV job. 
"We're at random boutiques, differ- 
ent fashion weeks and certain flag- 
ship stores," she says. "Whenever a 
designer launches new things, we're 
there. We have studios in Las Vegas, 
New York, Toronto and all over Can- 
ada." She got the job after meeting 
the producers backstage at a show 
where she was doing runway work. 
They asked if she had any hosting 
experience. "Well, no," she said, "but 
I’m pretty sure | can do it." Hope did 
a test shoot and signed on. That was 
two years ago. Now she's on the road 
so often, she doesn't call anywhere 
home. “I love my job so much that it's 
not like a job to me," she says. 

What is work, though, is keeping 
track of her formidable wardrobe, 
which is scattered over several cities 
but stashed primarily in big wardrobe 
racks in New York and Los Angeles. 
“It's embarrassing, but | have more 
than 250 pairs of shoes," Hope says. 
"Stilettos are my thing. | promise you | 
do not own a pair of flip-flops." 

When it comes to guys, Hope says 
she likes someone with style and 
soul. “| appreciate a man who's pol- 
ished," she says. "You can be casual 
and do your own thing, be who you 
want to be. But at night let's step it 
up a notch. Рт also really attracted to 
smart people. If you tell me you went 
to a certain school or something like 
that, suddenly you have my attention. 
Funny guys are so fun to hang with 
too; ГІІ let you wear flip-flops if you 
make me laugh. | also like mama's 
boys because if they're good to their 
mother, they'll be good to me." 

Hope says she keeps around a 
nice group of spontaneous, fun-loving 
people who ground her. “I think I’m 
pretty down-to-earth," she says. "| am 
a Southern girl who just happens to 
be bicoastal and work internationally. | 
hope to balance an entertainment and 
fashion career with the perfect guy. | 
am such a romantic and believe in true 
love, but | think | can have my career as 
well. | really want to move into hosting 
something based in America, so that's 
in the works right now. We'll see." 

Miss April pauses and smiles. “l 
want it all." 


See more of Miss April at club.playboy.com. 
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


A boy wanted to go to the zoo and pestered 
his mother for days. Finally, she talked his 
reluctant father into taking the boy to see 
some animals. 

“So how was it?” his mother asked when they 
returned home. 

“Great,” the boy replied. 

“What was your favorite part?” his mother 
asked. 

The boy answered, “When one of the horses 
came home at 30 to 1!" 


Why is a vagina better than an off-the-rack 
suit? 

One size fits all, and no one complains if it’s 
a little tight. 


What happened to the couple who didn’t 
know the difference between K-Y Jelly and 
window putty? 

Their windows fell out. 


А Palestinian suspect was being grilled by 
Israeli police. “Honest, I'm not a suicide 
bomber,” he said. “I didn't say I wanted to blow 
myself up so I could sleep with 72 virgins. All I 
said was ‘I’m dying to get laid!" | 


А local newspaper reports that a hole has been 
found in a nudist-camp wall. The police are 
looking into it. 


While a man was reading a book, he reached 
over and gently fingered his wife. Excited, she 
asked, “Do you want to get it on?” 

“Nah,” the man replied. “I just needed to 
wet my fingers to turn the page." 


M; boyfriend is going to die of syphilis," 
mumbled an angry woman to her friend. 
“No,” her friend said, “people don't die of 
syphilis anymore." 
The woman replied, “They do when they 
give it to me!" 


Two old women met for coffee downtown. 
"Did you come on the bus?" the first asked. 
“Yes,” said the second, “but I made it look 

like an asthma attack." 


What do you call a guy with a one-inch dick? 
Justin. 


Even in this recession my wife keeps asking me 
for more and more money," a husband com- 
plained to his friend. 

“And what does she do with all the money?" 
the friend asked. 

"I don't know,” the husband said. “I haven't 
given her any yet." 


А man and his ever-nagging wife went on 
vacation to Jerusalem. While they were there, 
the wife died. The undertaker told the hus- 
band, “You can have her shipped home for 
$5,000 or bury her here in the Holy Land 
for $150." 

The man thought about it and told him 
he would just have her shipped home. The 
undertaker asked, “Why would you spend 
$5,000 to ship your wife home when it would 
be wonderful to be buried here and you would 
spend only $150?" 

The man replied, “Long ago a man died and 
was buried here, and three days later he rose 
from the dead. I just can't take that chance." 


Miliy Vieira 


{ 


Three contractors were bidding to fix a broken 
fence at the White House. The first contractor 
said, “I figure the job will run about $900— 
$400 for materials, $400 for my crew and $100 
profit for me.” 

The second contractor announced, “I can do 
this job for $700—$300 for materials, $300 for 
my crew and $100 profit for me.” 

The third contractor leaned over to the White 
House official and whispered, “$2,700.” 

The incredulous White House official 
asked him, “How did you come up with such 
a high figure?” 

The contractor smiled and said, “$1,000 for 
me, $1,000 for you, and we hire the second guy 
to fix the fence.” 


Send your jokes to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
730 fal venue, New York, New York 10019, or 
by e-mail through our website at jokes.playboy.com. 
PLAYBOY will pay $100 to the contributors whose sub- 
missions are selected. 
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“Uh, dear...have you seen Fluffy?” 


“Er 
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Bachelor 


merging from the surf, Ginny was amazed to discover A.G. sitting 

eross-legged on her towel, chatting up her niece. Her first reaction 

was entirely self-conscious—wondering how she looked dripping wet 

in her ratty blue Speedo—her first impulse to flee. She hadn't seen 

him in—what, a couple of years? That night after the Alzheimer's 
ball, when he'd drunkenly asked her to come to St. Barts. After a quick inventory 
of her own imperfections, she noticed his paunch. When had that happened? 
Watching him hit on her niece, interpreting the casual slouch of his posture as 
he leaned on his elbow, she decided that what was interesting wasn't the belly 
per se but his lack of self-consciousness, that he'd probably never stoop to suck 
it in or even count it against himself when he was tabulating his own defects. 
He still had the same boyish, timeless shock of blond hair—she was quite sure 
he'd taken it very much to heart when she told him, early on, that he looked 
like Robert Redford. She could read, even from this distance, the old sense of 
entitlement, the ease and confidence as he turned his charms on a beautiful 
young woman half his age. This is what had always, in her mind, saved him from 
being a caricature, that he deviated just enough from the type—even if it was 
only a question of scale. In this case the way that his vanity was larger and more 
impregnable than that of other middle-aged men who obsessively chased younger 
women, spent hours at the gym or, failing that, risked herniation trying, at crucial 
moments of presentation, to inhale that extra flesh around their middles. Perhaps 
she was reading too much into what could be a simple, innocent tableau, but that 
too was A.G.—the fact that he inspired this kind of hermeneutic. This specula- 
tion on Ginny’s part was the work of an instant, the interval between two waves 
breaking around her ankles. Before the second had retreated beneath her feet 
she felt angry at herself for the intricacy of her speculation, for caring that much. 
Wasn’t it far more likely that he was a type, and that the supposed complexity 
was her own embroidery on a standard pattern? Hadn't he disappointed even the 
modest hopes she'd invested in him? 

She had reason to chastise herself again, approaching them, when she real- 
ized that she was the one sucking in her own stomach, but this was mitigated by 
the pleasure of seeing his reaction when she sat down beside him and shook the 
salty water from her hair. 

“А.С., this is a surprise. I see you've met my niece." 

For a man who prided himself on his composure, he was comically discom- 
fited, though he made a valiant recovery, kissing her on the cheek, doing his best 
to convey the impression that he'd practically been expecting her at any moment. 
He then excused himself as quickly as one with his exquisite manners could. 
Ginny had the satisfaction of watching him retreat (continued on page 94) 
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BER AR RD Is A COUNTERTERRORISM 
ICKS А > WITH CLASS 


EU BY JENNIFER RYAN JONES 
ШИЩЕНСТОСВАРНУ BY SERGIO KURHAJEC 


"It's pretty much a given that every character is going to bite it,” says 
24's Carlos Bernard. "| wouldn't even say Jack Bauer will be spared." 
Despite bullet wounds, car bombs and a lethal injection to the chest, 
Bernard's rogue agent, Tony Almeida, has found a way to keep on tick- 
ing into the show's seventh season. After Kiefer Sutherland's trigger-happy 
protagonist, Bernard has the longest-running role in the fictional world of 
24, a place where Los Angeles has no traffic and nobody ever seems 
to eat. What viewers will find on 24 is a healthy dose of torture, which 
caused critics to stamp the show as right-wing. But Bernard is quick to 
refute this conservative label. "Torture was used as a story mechanism 
in the context of a thriller,” he says. "We weren't trying to condone it any 
more than we were condoning blowing up the White House." 
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CRANK’S SEXIEST STAR TALKS ABOUT THE RIGORS OF POLE DANCING, THE JOY 
OF SKINNY-DIPPING AND THE EXHILARATION OF PUBLIC SEX 


0 

PLAYBOY: You grew up near Los Angeles, in rustic, bohemian 
Topanga Canyon-home of hippies and mass murderers. 
Are your old friends surprised you’ve gone on to star as the 
nice girl in movies like Just Friends and Rat Race, as wellas 
a hot girl up for wild public sex in Crank? 

SMART: I was independent, а clown who loved to make 
people laugh. I’ve always had this playful, curious child in- 
side me. My rebelliousness came out in either spending the 
night at my friend's house and sneaking out to see boys or 
just plain sneaking out to see boys. | was good at that. 


02 

PLAYBOY: Good enough not to get caught by your parents? 
SMART: One night when | was like 15 or 16 my boyfriend and 
I went driving, parked and, well, you know, dot, dot, dot. My 
mom had a sixth sense that | wasn't in the house. At three A.M. 
| saw headlights coming up the hill and my father driving, look- 
ing around in panic and fury. When he was about to drive past 
my boyfriend's car, | stopped him and said, “I’m okay. Don't 
worry.” | got grounded for a month. 


Q3 
Mere you more physical or intellectual growing up? 
I definitely wasn't bookish. | played baseball. | skate- 
boarded. I loved swimming and still do, but that may be because 
I've always loved skinny-dipping, so much that my boyfriend 
actually warns people about it. When | was a teenager I'd sneak 


out to the rec-center pool with my girlfriends and boys. It was 
playful, fun and all the stuff you'd imagine it would be. 


0 
What do your friends hate about you? 
My favorite thing in the world is scaring people, 
like hiding behind a door and jumping out when somebody 
comes home. When Рт supposed to meet a friend in a 
parking lot and | see they’re already in their car, | love to 
sneak up and slap the windshield. 


Q5 
PLAYBOY: Despite all your sneaking out of the house, 
your parents let you enroll in acting classes and go 
abroad to model. 
SMART: I was 18, right out of school, and went to Italy, 
France and Tahiti. Ali Larter and | met in Milan, where 
we modeled together, became roommates and bonded 
for life. | was this shy girl from Topanga, and Ali was out- 
spoken and from New Jersey, but we had the same goals, 
which were to sightsee and have experiences and fun. We 
also had the same prudish attitude toward guys. We en- 
joyed going out to dinner orwhatever with very handsome 
guys, but at the end of the night it was like, "Well, good 
night" We led them all on. Anyway, later Varsity Blues 
turned out to be the first movie | got noticed in, and Ali 
certainly got noticed in it too. 
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06 

PLAYBOY: You also got attention in Starsky e- Hutch for a 
threesome kissing scene with Carmen Electra and Owen Wilson. 
Carmen has said that you and she really had chemistry in the 
audition and that she thought she wouldn't mind kissing you. 
SMART: It's funny, because | find more women sexy than men, 
but | prefer to be with men. | don't mind kissing a girl, but when 
men kiss they do itwith much more strength. Women kiss much 
softer because women are very soft and sensual. 


Q7 

PLAYBOY: Which famous people do you find sexy? 

SMART: Ralph Fiennes is so hot. Seeing him onstage in London 
and in the movie In Bruges, | thought, Yummy. Kate Winslet is 
such a great actress-sexy, curvy and gorgeous like a Botticelli. 
Joaquin Phoenix is one of our best actors and definitely sexy— 
the same for Sean Penn, Brad Pitt and Jude Law. Matt Damon is 
very hot. He does it for me. When | met him he was the nicest 
guy, but being around him made me so nervous | had to drink 
double cosmos all night. 


Q8 
PLAYBOY: You've ranked high on many magazines' lists of 
sexiest women. How do you rate yourself? 
SMART: The older | get, the more sexy | get. Growing into my- 
self and being happy with the way | am makes me feel sexy. 
Sexy is not how you look. It's the energy you give off. | like some 
of my body parts better than others. l've never been a real stick- 
ler for having a perfect body. | like to look and feel good, but I'm 
not obsessed at the gym, because | think women are beautiful 
when they're womanly and curvy. 


09 

PLAYBOY: Your boyfriend is actor Branden Williams, but have 
you ever temporarily fallen for one of your co-stars-say, Ashton 
Kutcher, Ryan Reynolds or Jason Statham? 

SMART: l've been with the same guy for 15 years, and we've 
lived together for four. We've had off-and-on periods be- 
cause life is complicated, but overall it has been great. When 
you do a movie it's necessary to walk the line between flirt- 
ing and creating chemistry that works for the film. There's 
always flirtation. You meet a co-star and think, Oh my God, 
this could be the most amazing romance ever. But in a couple 
of weeks, after you get to know them, they turn into just an- 
other person, and you're glad you didn't dabble and ruin your 
real-life relationship. 


Q10 

PLAYBOY: Which co-star have you most been momentarily 
tempted to dabble with? 

SMART: I love Jason Statham, and we got along so well doing 
Crank. Already being in a relationship offscreen keeps the sparks 
hot on-screen, though, because when you're making a movie 
you can't have that co-star. Since it's taboo, you want them 
more. If you were single, you could just say, "Hey, I'm available. 
Bring it on." But it was great working again with Jason on Crank 
2: High Voltage. He's a real gentleman, and we'd already gotten 
past that getting-to-know-each-other period. 


Q11 
PLAYBOY: After seeing your funny erotic scene with Statham in 
the first Crank, an adrenaline-charged action movie about a poi- 
soned hit man, some people can't go to Chinatown without think- 
ing about the two of you having public sex all over the place. 


20 PLAYBOY AMY SMART 


SMART: [Laughs] That scene was part of the audition, by 
the way. They brought in a cute guy for me to read with and 
wanted us to totally go for it. When we shot the scene with 
Jason, a part of me was shy about it, but we got past “Dowe 
look hot?” and “Is it funny?” and just did it. Crank 2: High 
Voltage also has a scene like that. They tried to top it. 


Q12 

PLAYBOY: How does the scene figure into the action? 
SMART: Crank 2 begins a few months after the first movie ends. 
Obviously, Jason’s character doesn't die at the end of Crank, and 
all | can say about the scene is “horse racetrack.” It's more comi- 
cal than the scene in the first movie. If we keep making Crank 
movies, we'll eventually run out of public places and situations. 
Maybe we'll do bungee sex next. 


Q13 

PLAYBOY: You play a hit man's girlfriend in these movies. 
What's your character up to this time? 

SMART: She is sexually liberated and has taken up pole danc- 
ing professionally, which she finds empowering. She's trying 
out new things on her own terms. We shot in seedy, nasty 
clubs in east Los Angeles, and | made sure they sanitized that 
pole before | did my moves. 


014 
PLAYBOY: Did you have to research those moves, or did they 
come naturally? 


SMART: | talked to several dancers in the clubs, but it 
was more a matter of watching their body language. Some 
women are amazing pole dancers. They just have it in their 
body to be sensual and sexual, and they know how to work 
it. Unlike some of the women | watched, my character is 
naive and still having fun with it. She likes showing off and 
being seen in a sexy way. 


015 

PLAYBOY: Did you show off any of your moves in real life, like 
to your boyfriend? 

SMART: No, because | don't have a pole at my house. Peo- 
ple may not realize that to pole dance you have to be a real 
dancer and very strong. Although | don't pole dance in real 
life, every part | play is cathartic and allows me to dive into 
different aspects of myself. (concluded on page 105) 
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"You knew I was а people person when you married me!” 


IF THERE'S ANY WONDER WHY OUR 

ECONOMY NEEDS HELP, TAKE A LOOK AT SOME 
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Where does a Gorilla hide. 
Greenwich on Manhattan? 


COMING TO 
AMERICA 


Our International Dream Team takes over the Mansion 


Photographed on Hef’s round, rotating bed, clockwise from top left, oppo- 
site page: Mai-Lan Leenders, Netherlands; Katarzyna Danysz, Poland; Iryna 
Olhovska, Ukraine; Inna Popenko, Russia; Eva Cifrovä, Slovakia; Viktória 
Metzker, Hungary; Daniela Wolf, Germany; and Andreea Mantea, Romania. 


COMING TO 
AMERICA 


By Conor Hogan 


f youre stil unsure of where you stand on tha immigration Issue, these foreign 
| Imports may be able to sway your opinion. Sant with the highest of regards 
from our editors around the globe, the eight European Playmates you sse here 
have already graced the pages of Playboy's International Editions. Now they're 
on American sall for their domestic debut. For three days these jaw-dropping Е 
globa-rotiers took over tha Playboy Mansion, and we happily surrendered. 
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Capturing this international summit was photographer Alexander Morderer, who had to teach these cover girls how to share. "The 
main difference with this shoot was that it wasn't centered around me," said Slovakia's Miss June 2007 Eva Cifrová. Once the girls 
got comfortable, they made themselves at home at the Mansion, and no area was off-limits. "The demanding poses were worth it," 
says Hungary's 2007 Playmate of the Year Viktória Metzker. Says Cifrová, "The pose that shocked me the most was the one under 
the waterfall. The water was freezing!" For problems like that, Russian Playmate Inna Popenko had a solution. "I liked spending 
time in the Grotto's luxurious Jacuzzi," she says, "where we warmed ourselves after the shoot." Now that these delicious delegates 
have returned to their native countries, we think it's a good time to start planning a vacation. Europe, anyone? 
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(continued from page 53) 
leave a great deal to the imagination. She 
isn't nude or anything close to it. She just 
scems like a very pretty girl, comfortable in 
her own skin, having a grand time alone in 
her basement rec room—which is what 
passed for risqué in the 1950s, when Bettie 
reigned. Or put another way, the pruri- 
ence of her day is the prudery of ours. 

Though Bettie may seem like an anach- 
ronism, she served as a bridge between 
those naive 1950s and the much more 
sexually open and explicit period that fol- 
lowed, between the downscale girlie maga- 
zines in which sex was still vaguely taboo 
and the more respectable magazines like 
PLAYBOY in which sex was an accepted facet 
of a healthy, normal life. That's what made 
her a sexual pioneer, as well as a star. By 
the mid-1950s she had graduated from the 
amateurish Klaw films to the photographs 
of Bunny Yeager, a model turned photog- 
rapher. Yeager upped the ante. If Klaw had 
been Bettie's Von Sternberg, Yeager was 
her Picasso. Yeager recognized that Bettie's 
appeal was her joyous abandon, and she 
mined it in numerous photographs of Bet- 
tie both clothed in bikinis and unclothed: 
Bettie on the beach, Bettie in the woods, 
Bettie aboard a ship, Bettie splashing in 
the water. But Yeager also did what Klaw 
had resisted. She domesticated Bettie, pho- 
tographing her in arty studio beauty shots 
far removed from the Klaw bondage pho- 
tos. When Yeager photographed Bettie as 
a winking Santa Claus for ргАүвоү, both 
joyous and arty, she effectively signaled the 
beginning of a new era for Bettie and for 
erotica generally. Bettie Page, the Queen of 
the Girlies, had risen from her netherworld. 
In a way, she had become respectable, albeit 
sexually respectable. 

The transition, however, was fraught with 
cultural tensions. It was one thing for sex to 
occupy the demimonde, another for it to 
slither into mainstream America. Bettie was 
that slitherer. Attempting to face down the 
threat and also to burnish his credentials for 
the 1956 Democratic presidential nomina- 
tion, Senator Estes Kefauver of Bettie's own 
Tennessee launched a congressional inves- 
tigation into the pornography industry, 
subpoenaing both Irving Klaw and Bettie 
as witnesses. Under the advisement of his 
attorneys, Klaw invoked the Fifth Amend- 
ment. But the Furies would not relent, and 
he eventually wound up destroying most 
of his photographs in a deal with prosecu- 
tors. (Thankfully, sister Paula covertly saved 
many of them, which is why we have so 
many Bettie images today.) Thus the King 
of Pinup ended his empire. 

Bettie never actually testified—she cooled 
her heels outside the hearing room for 
hours—but she was just as fraught as the 
culture. Marilyn Monroe was dichotomized 
between her brain and her body; Bettie 
was dichotomized between her prosaic 
real life and her happy life before the cam- 
eras, between her small-town scruples and 
her smiling sexuality. Real Bettie certainly 


wasn't ashamed of Naughty Bettie, but she 
did draw a bold line between her pictures 
and what she called pornography, which she 
defined as photos with "open poses." Real 
Bettie was a teetotaler. Real Bettie didn't 
smoke. Real Bettie disdained curse words. 
Real Bettie didn't have the foggiest notion 
why men liked bondage. As for sex itself, 
Real Bettie never had intercourse before her 
marriage and claimed to have had only three 
orgasms during intercourse in her entire life. 
As writer Buck Henry, who had met Bettie in 
the 1950s, described her in the pages of this 
magazine, "She was polite, friendly, a good 
girl, a sweet girl, a trusting girl'—which may 
have been the problem. Bettie didn't always 
seem able to reconcile this Bettie with the 
one men adored and the one she enjoyed 
playing any more than her society could rec- 
oncile its warring halves. 

So both Betties simply disappeared in 
1957. She said it was because she was 34, 
too old, she thought, to be sexy. For nearly 
40 years Bettie Page was missing in action. 

Rumors abounded: Bettie had married 
a maharajah. Bettie had been rubbed out 
by the Mob. Bettie had become a nun. The 
truth was more mundane but also much 
more tragic. Bettie had decamped to Key 
West, Florida and married a man 12 years 
her junior who, she said, was obsessed with 
two things: sex and hamburgers. Then came 
another turning point in her life—Bettie's 
very own road-to-Damascus moment. She 
said her husband was out quaffing beers 
with his buddies when she grew restless and 
went for a walk. "And it was as if someone 
had taken me by the hand and led me to 
a little church on White Street with a white 
neon cross on top,” she later told PLAYBOY. 
She was drawn in to hear the sermon and 
instantly decided to repent of her sins, 
which, depending on when Bettie was talk- 
ing, included her photos. 

Bettie took to religion the way she had 
taken to bondage—rapturously. She threw 
away her lingerie and her bikinis. She 
attended Bible school in Los Angeles, Chi- 
cago and Portland. She divorced her young 
husband and temporarily returned to Billy 
Neal, then married again, to a divorcé with 
three children to whom, she said, she tried 
to be a good stepmother. The trouble was 
that Bettie was almost too good a religious 
convert. She heard voices—angel voices, 
she said, and God's voice demanding that 
she purge her demons—and was arrested 
after brandishing a pistol and screaming 
at a religious retreat. She divorced again 
and, at least by one account, threatened 
her stepchildren and her ex-husband 
with a kitchen knife, insisting that either 
they prayed or she would "cut their guts 
out." That night her ex-husband called 
the police, beginning a series of Bettie's 
confinements in various mental hospitals. 
The diagnosis was acute schizophrenia. 
The two Betties just couldn't coexist. 

Bettie left Florida on October 9, 197 8— 
she remembered the exact date, though she 
garbled almost everything else in her chro- 
nology—and settled in a trailer in Lawn- 
dale, California, where, unable to find a 


job. she lived off Social Security. She had 
made next to nothing from her modeling, 
she complained. But Bettie's troubles fol- 
lowed her. She had run-ins with her land- 
lady (she was accused of threatening the 
woman with a knife because she thought 
the woman had been spying on her) and 
was confined to the Patton State Hospital in 
San Bernardino. After her release and yet 
another dustup with yet another landlady 
(Bettie was accused of straddling the woman 
in bed, yelling that God had told Bettie to 
kill her, and then slashing her with a bread 
knife) she was sentenced to eight and a half 
more years in the mental institution. 

After all that time she reemerged in the 
1990s, not only back into society but into 
a kind of pop-culture pantheon where the 
onetime star of sex was now treated as a 
saint of sex even more popular than she 
had been in her pinup heyday. Comic-book 
artist Dave Stevens had incorporated her 
as the hero's girlfriend in his retro Rocketeer 
series. Another artist, Greg Theakston, had 
launched The Betty Pages, a magazine dedi- 
cated to images of Bettie. There were Bettie 
Page postcards, Bettie Page look-alike con- 
tests, Bettie Page lingerie, Bettie Page cal- 
endars and, later, a Bettie Page biopic, The 
Notorious Bettie Page, starring Gretchen Mol, 
whom Bettie described as "too tall, but she 
had a pretty face." And girls wrote to her 
now, she would say, thanking her for help- 
ing them shake their inhibitions. 

'The appeal of Bettie Page to later gen- 
erations—the reason she was rescued from 
exile—isn't hard to fathom when you watch 
her. If her joy was eternally alluring, she also 
had a look that was quintessentially 1950s 
and a spirit to match; they made Bettie 
retro, almost kitschy, like tail fins on cars or 
ducktails or Tupperware. You could take 
Bettie out of the 1950s, but you couldn't take 
the 1950s out of Bettie. For all her blatant 
sexuality, she still projected innocence. She 
couldn't help it. She was a model at a time 
when so little overt sex was allowed in popu- 
lar culture that what Bettie provided, even 
in her lingerie and bikinis, much less naked, 
really meant something, which made Bettie 
Page both the victim and the beneficiary of 
a prudish hypocrisy she had herself internal- 
ized. In effect, a sexual adventurer in her 
own time, she is a sexual artifact in ours. 

What Bettie Page came to signify in 
later years was a certain nostalgia for the 
sexual naivete of the 1950s, a longing for 
a time when sex was discreet and mysteri- 
ous and often unnervingly funny, a time 
when fully clothed girls who giggled while 
they bound and gagged one another 
could actually be a turn-on, a time when 
the word naughty had sexual connota- 
tions, a time when sex magazines had 
to be smuggled into the house. Even as 
she was crashing through sexual barriers 
Bettie spoke to the old excitement of the 
forbidden, which is why she remains so 
powerful as an image and a symbol. Bettie 
Page reminds us of everything we have 
gained sexually, but she endures because 
she also reminds us of all we have lost. 


"It's all for one and one for all—but me first!” 


PLAYBOY 


The Last Bachelor 


(continued from page 73) 
down the beach, slightly duck-footed, as 
he struggled for purchase in the dry sand. 
Yes, she remembered that, chasing after 
him one day through the snow in Aspen, 
seeing his splayed tracks, thinking it made 
him even more endearing. 

“What was that all about?” she asked 
Lana, who blushed. It was reassuring, 
somehow, that young women still knew 
how to blush. 

“I don’t know. He was like, you know. He 
was just kind of....” She shrugged. 

Well, actually, yes, Ginny did know. But 
she wasn't feeling entirely collegial toward 
her niece at this moment, appraising her as 
she imagined A.G. had, and she conjured 
a strange conceit—that the concavity of a 
young woman's tummy was precisely cali- 
brated to the paucity of her wisdom. God, 
she was young. Of course Ginny had watched 
A.G. pick up women who were no older than 
her niece. But until this moment she would 
never have thought of her niece—her little 
Lana—as having anything in common with 
those girls. “Kind of what?” 

“Well, you know. Friendly.” 

“You mean he was hitting on you.” 

“Well, he just kind of sat down. Actually, he 
walked past me a little and then came back 
and introduced himself. He asked me if this 
was Gibson Beach, and I told him I wasn’t 
from here and then we just started talking.” 

“Did he ask you out?” 

“Well, he said he was kind of busy this com- 
ing week but he’d call me next Monday.” 

Ginny nodded. She told herself it wasn’t 
Lana’s fault. She counted to 10. She tried to 
tell herself she took no pleasure in this, in feel- 
ing, suddenly, so very worldly-wise. “I expect 
he is fairly busy,” she said, shaking a cigarette 
from the pack. "Unless I'm very much mis- 
taken, he's getting married this weekend." 


Approaching the house on Gin Lane, the so- 
called cottage with its sprawling wings, white 
porches and shingled gray gables, A.G. saw 
the white tent rising up above the perfectly 
squared green privet battlements that sur- 
rounded the property of his future in-laws. 
The gates were open. As he drove in, he was 
presented with a scene of furious activity. He 
stopped the car in the middle of the driveway 
and watched. Painters and window washers 
on ladders had stormed the big house. Three 
maids waddled like white ducks up the path to 
the guest house, bearing linens. Half a dozen 
young men who looked like camp counselors 
were setting up the tables beneath the tent. 
Gardeners were scattered about the prop- 
erty, planting and deadheading flowers; still 
more flowers were coming out ofa van from a 
Manhattan florist. And an anonymous trades- 
man was taking a leak against the side of the 
pool house. All of this had been set in motion 
by his proposal to Pandora Bright Caldwell 
Kierstead, of Chattanooga, Palm Beach and 
Southampton, several months before. It wasn't 
exactly a spur-of-the-moment decision. He'd 
actually purchased the ring at Graff more than 
a month before and carried it with him on two 


94 dates with Pandy, somehow losing his resolu- 


tion each time. Finally, he'd invited her to One 
If by Land, which practically forced his hand, 
notorious as a setting for proposals. Before 
their appetizers had arrived, two other swains 
had dropped to their knees in front of their 
dates. Pandy blushed deeply the first time; the 
second proposal she pretended not to notice. 
If she was disappointed that A.G. had stayed 
seated when he popped the question, she 
wasn't about to show it. 

The announcement, the planning, the 
registry of gifts...all followed inexorably 
but somehow insubstantially, like scenes 
constructed from pixels. A.G. sat in his car 
in the driveway and tried, at this late hour, 
to reconnect himself to this series of events. 
He knew he should feel elated, or scared. 
Or both. He listened for the chuffing sound 
of the ocean waves. He wondered why you 
could always hear the surf from the yard at 
night but never during the day. 

A rabbit rocketed across the driveway and 
disappeared into the privet, closely pursued 
by Woofter, the Kiersteads' retriever. The 
dog barked twice at the hedge before turning 
away and trotting back toward the house. 


Leaving the Meadow Club after her tennis les- 
son, Ginny Banks caught a glimpse of a scene 
she never expected to witness: the rehearsal 
dinner for A.G.'s wedding. She stood at the 
edge of the doorway, looking in on the assem- 
bled company. Besides family there was the 
table of best men—A.G. having assembled 
a team of five rather than leave anyone out. 
Tommy Briggs, Wick Seward, Nikos Ment- 
zelopoulos, Cappie Farquarson and Gino 
Andreosa. Back in the day, they had all been 
known as ladies men. Nikos and Gino were 
among the last of the old-school playboys in 
the mold of Agnelli and Rubirosa, race-car- 
driving Euro sybarites. All of them had even- 
tually married at least once—most of them 
twice, although Gino and Wick were currently 
between. They d chased, and bedded, many of 
the same girls, initially women their own age 
and later their younger sisters'. A.G. was the 
last of his kind, the last unmarried man of his 
generation. For two decades he had been a 
kind of prince of the city, gliding between the 
social clubs of the Upper East Side and the 
nightclubs downtown, an intimate of artistic 
circles as well as the world of inherited wealth. 
He belonged to the Racquet Club, the Brook 
Club and the Century Club, was an early 
investor in a famous Soho art galley and a 
patron of several literary magazines. He was 
also a famous lover, a playboy who cut a wide 
swath through Manhattan and Europe, faith- 
fully alternating between models and debu- 
tantes. For years he conducted an affair with 
a married screen idol while he continued to 
pursue an international serial dating career. 
His 40th birthday celebration, which took 
place on Nikos Mentzelopoulos's yacht, Dio- 
nysius, inevitably appeared on subsequent lists 
of Parties of the Decade. Cappie Farquarson 
went into rehab three days later, and Nikos 
eventually became involved in two paternity 
suits, both plaintiffs citing A.G.'s party as the 
date of conception. A.G. himself managed to 
escape these kinds of entanglements, although 
at some point in the years that followed, his 
name began to be invoked as a synonym for 
a certain kind of arrested development. He'd 


been eligible for so long that he ceased to be 
plausible. Married couples, seating their din- 
ner parties, began to think of him as a hope- 
less case—a quaint relic of their wild youth. 
"Who can we put next to Celia?" "There's 
always A.G." "Do we really want to do that to 
Celia? I mean, even if she hasn't already slept 
with him, I think she's had enough of the bad 
boys for one lifetime." 


Ginny turned to see Lori Haddad with her 
daughter Casey in tow, looking in on the 
scene. "Can you believe this?" 

"I'm actually seeing it," Lori said, “but I 
still don't believe it." 

"What don't you believe, Mommy?" 

“He's still got 24 hours to leave Ше coun- 
try." 

"Maybe we're being too cynical." 

"Mom, what don't you believe in?" 

"Mommy doesn't believe in fairy tales, 
honey." 

"What do you suppose it is about her? I 
mean, is it just that she happened to be the 
one sitting in the chair next to him when 
the music stopped?" 

"Well, besides that, she's young and 
pretty and thin and rich. And she's from 
his hometown. That seems to count for a 
lot with these Southerners." 

"Good point. So what does she see in 
him?" 

"Well.... He's charming and smart and 
he has a d-i-c-k the size of Florida." 

“That sp——” 

"We know what it spells, honey," said her 
mother, covering her mouth. 


A.G. Jackson had grown up on Lookout 
Mountain in Chattanooga, although his own 
father was an émigré from Birmingham, by 
way of Vanderbilt. As the vice president of the 
local bank, he was a respected member of the 
community, although their circumstances were 
more modest than those of the native oligarchy. 
A.G. distinguished himself as both scholar and 
athlete, joined his schoolmates on bonefishing 
expeditions to Islamorada and for quail hunt- 
ing at their south Georgia plantations while 
his father managed their trust funds. A.G. was 
raised to believe there was no higher title a 
man could aspire to than "gentleman," and this 
Episcopalian epithet was so constantly attached 
to Jackson pere, often accompanied by the 
adjective old-school, that his son couldn't help 
but sense an almost imperceptible undercur- 
rent of condescension from those whose secret 
faith was more Darwinian. The old man’s rec- 
titude was in part a reaction to the flamboy- 
ance of his own father, who'd made and lost 
two fortunes, one in stock speculation and one 
in real estate, while he was growing up. A.G.'s 
father did all he could to temper his son's fear- 
less and exuberant character, so reminiscent of 
his own father's, while his wife secretly under- 
mined this program, instilling in him a sense 
of confidence and entitlement. Her own family 
was among the first families of Charleston, and 
she saw no reason to defer to the local gen- 
try. Her husband would scold her for saying, 
as she so often did, "Who's the handsomest, 
smartest little man in the whole wide world?" 
"Please, Kate," he'd say. "You'll spoil the boy." 
While A.G. absorbed from his father a respect 
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for tradition, position and inherited wealth, his 
mother taught him to believe in his own secret 
superiority. Their marriage, from his vantage, 
was a happy one, although his mother some- 
times believed that she'd sold herself short, that 
her husband lacked the necessary fire and grit 
to advance her ambitions. 

No family loomed larger in Chattanooga 
than the Kiersteads. They had made their orig- 
inal fortune in land and later compounded it 
with an interest in a soft-drink empire based in 
Atlanta. In the past half century their holdings 
had spread from the Southeast throughout the 
country and around the globe. A.G. had gone 
to school with Burton Kierstead III, a.k.a. Trip, 
whose father had taken a benign interest in his 
career, even writing him a letter of recommen- 
dation to Williams. They stayed in touch after 
A.G. moved to New York, occasionally dining 
together when Kierstead was in the city, and 
the old man sometimes steered some business 
his way. As a young investment banker, it cer- 
tainly didn't hurt being acquainted with Bur- 
ton Kierstead Jr. Trip, meanwhile, married a 
girl from Savannah, built a house on Lookout 
Mountain and took an office downtown next 
door to his father's, which he visited when 
he wasn't following the salmon from Nova 
Scotia to Russia, or the birds from Georgia to 
Argentina. Their friend Cal Bustert, to nearly 
no one's surprise, burned through his trust 
fund, bouncing between fashionable resorts 
and rehab facilities; marrying, spawning and 
divorcing; wrecking cars and discharging 
firearms at inappropriate targets, including, 
finally, himself. A.G. had flown south for the 
funeral, a somber yet lavish affair that lasted 
for three days. 

Most of their former classmates, after for- 
ays into the North, settled within a few miles 
of their parents and married girls they'd 
known for years. A.G. always returned for the 
weddings—five of them the year he turned 
30—and always brought a different date, and 
in time returned to stand godfather to the 
children. He visited his parents on Thanks- 
giving and Christmas. Only rarely did he 
bring a girl along for these family holidays, 
and when he did she was inevitably from 


what he called, without self-consciousness, “a 
good family." But his parents learned in time 
not to get too attached to any of them. 

Despite his increasing success in New 
York he maintained a deep loyalty to his 
hometown. Chattanooga, Tennessee, the 
South—this was part of him and distin- 
guished him from the mass of rootless 
Yankees with whom he associated in Man- 
hattan. He always told his drinking bud- 
dies in both cities that he would return one 
day, although as the years passed, it became 
harder and harder for his friends in either 
place to take this threat seriously. 

Within a few years he was making more 
money than his father, although he did not 
announce this fact—except to his mother— 
and continued to seek his father's advice on 
matters large and small, although they did 
not discuss A.G.'s love life. 


Ginny was reading in the living room of the 
little cottage in Sagaponack she rented every 
August, half-conscious of the wistful susurra- 
tion of the waves from the beach. The house, 
which had once enjoyed unobstructed views 
of the potato fields, had over the years been 
hemmed in by houses, first by LEGO-like boxes 
and later by vast shingled mansions that mim- 
icked the old cottages of Southampton, but at 
night she could still imagine herself as a lonely 
beachcomber. Emma Woodhouse was just 
realizing how badly she had misjudged both 
Mr. Knightley and her own heart, when the 
phone rang, startling Ginny. She was hardly 
less startled by the identity of the caller. 

"A.G.?" 

"Sorry to call so late. But I know you've 
always been a night owl." 

“If you're looking for my niece, she's 
gone off to sleep over at a friend's house." 

"No, actually I was looking for you. 
Wanna getta drink?" 

"Now? Tonight?" Her watch said 1:45. 

"We're not getting any younger." 

"Don't you have a big day tomorrow?" 

"That's probably exactly why I want to 
drop by." 


“Well...! You make quite a case for ‘offshore’ drilling!" 


She paused. She knew, of course, that she 
was going to say yes, but it irritated her that 
she was so pleased at the prospect of his com- 
ing over. Naturally, he was drunk and prob- 
ably high. She'd been the recipient of many 
such late-night phone calls back in the day. She 
couldn't help feeling an illicit satisfaction in the 
fact that she was, after all these years, getting 
another, and on this of all nights. He was prob- 
ably just feeling sentimental in his cups, but 
whatever his motivation, she had unfinished 
business with A.G. Jackson and this might well 
be her last chance to close the account. 


He was flushed, and his speech, always 
slower and more elided than that of his 
Northern peers, was just a little slurrier 
than usual. But for all the nights they'd 
partied till dawn, she'd never really seen 
him lose control of his faculties. 

He hugged her just a little longer and 
harder than he might have in a public 
encounter. “Hey, little darlin'. I can't tell 
you how glad I am to see you." She pointed 
him toward the living-room couch. He set 
up camp on the couch and proceeded to 
lay out a pile of coke on the coffee table. 
"You don't mind, do you? I just need to 
settle my nerves." 

"Oh, that should definitely do the trick," 
she said. "You're so mellow on coke." 

"Well, you know. Old habits die hard." 

Though it had been years since she'd 
done blow herself, it seemed perfectly 
normal to watch him chopping lines, since 
that's what they'd always done. Being 
transported back a decade wasn't such a 
bad thing for a girl. Plus she was morbidly 
fascinated with his recklessness on the eve 
of his wedding. She couldn't help wonder- 
ing just how far he would push it. 

"Is that how you'd describe me? ‘An old 
habit’?” 

“Pd describe you as an old...a close 
friend." He laid out four identical lines 
with his Soho House membership card. He 
always prided himself on this little skill. 

She sat down beside him and accepted the 
rolled-up 20. Always the gentleman, letting 
her go first. She felt a thrill of recognition as he 
held her hair back while she leaned over the 
table. And then the other familiar thrill, the 
chilly tingle in her sinuses that turned warm as 
it spread out toward the follicles of her scalp. 

*Feels like old times," he said. 

"Not exactly," she said. 

"I can't believe it's been...God, how long 
has it been?" 

"Seven years." 

"No way." 

Num" 

“Well, it's not like we haven't seen each 
other around town." 

"No, though you probably would have pre- 
ferred me to just disappear into thin air." 

“Oh, come on, darlin'. Don't be ridicu- 
lous. I'm always happy to see you." He 
leaned over and snorted his two lines. 

"You weren't so happy to see me today 
at the beach." 

"Well, my best moment." 

"So you admit you were hitting on my 
niece." 

"It's a reflex. What can I say, she's a very 
pretty girl." 


“I understand that. What I don't under- 
stand is tomorrow." 

"Yeah, well. I'm not so sure I do, 
either." 

"Don't you think you'd better figure it 
out?" 

"I hardly think there's time for that," he 
said. 

"Are you in love with her?" 

"I suppose so. I'm not sure." 

"Have you ever been in love?" 

He nodded his head and looked off 
through the bay window, out across the 
invisible ocean, his eyes turning glassy. 
She realized with a start that he was on 
the verge of tears. When she slid across the 
couch and embraced him he virtually col- 
lapsed in her arms. "Once," he said. 


At Harvard A.G. had fallen in love with Eve 
Garrigue, who was a class ahead of him and 
who, by the time they met, had already pub- 
lished several poems in The Paris Review. He 
was aware of her legend—brainy, beautiful 
and hard-drinking—even before he arrived 
on campus, and he already knew her family, 
from New Orleans, in the way that all South- 
erners know one another. A.G. had discarded 
his virginity at 15 and never looked back. At 
first Eve found his boundless self-confidence 
absurd—a freshman wooing the most pop- 
ular woman in the sophomore class—but 
eventually it won her over. He was precocious 
intellectually as well as sexually, and he was 
also a willing student. He wrote her a son- 
net cycle, 12 strictly constructed love poems 
modeled on Wyatt's and Shakespeare's. And 
there was the tribal connection—they had 
a common set of cultural references and a 
common enemy in the subtle prejudice of all 
those who assumed that a Southern accent 
was a sign of slow-wittedness. 

Under Eve's influence A.G. began to write 
poetry in the runic, oracular manner of Mer- 
win and Strand; her own was high-pitched and 
baroque, reminding some of late Plath. Even- 
tually he gave up verse after realizing that he 
was a better critic than a poet, and a lesser poet 
than his girlfriend. He would provide Ше intel- 
lectual framework for her creation. In fact he 
would've done almost anything for her. Accus- 
tomed to being intellectually and emotionally 
dominant, he happily acceded to her whims 
and opinions. He started smoking Gauloises 
and briefly abandoned the preppy wardrobe 
of his youth, in favor of colorful long-col- 
lared shirts and flared pants. Eve, who had a 
breathtaking figure to show off, hid it beneath 
drapey vintage dresses and scarves. His devo- 
tion was extreme; he couldn't believe his luck 
in finding, so early in life, all the answers to his 
desires in one woman. They shared a destiny. 
While they gathered around them a group of 
friends and admirers, they were often criti- 
cized for being a universe of two. 

They spent their second summer together 
backpacking in Europe; her family had 
offered to pay for a deluxe version of the 
grand tour, but Eve refused their money on 
principle. They bought Europasses and stayed 
in youth hostels, dined on bread and cheese 
and vin du pays and screwed like minks. By 
day they retraced the lives of the poets and 
sought out ancient churches. One afternoon 
in the cool, musty interior of a Romanesque 


church near Saint-Paul de Vence, Eve knelt 
down on the stone floor and gave him a blow 
job. It was the most shocking thing that had 
happened to him in his life, though he didn't 
say anything, more fearful that she'd think 
him prudish, and stop before she finished, 
than he was of discovery or blasphemy. 

They worried about what to do after gradu- 
ation, which would come a year earlier for Eve. 
Marriage was discussed, but they agreed, or 
rather Eve assured him, that they didn't believe 
in it. Finally she decided to go to Columbia for 
her master's. She'd take the four-hour train 
ride to see him every weekend, and in the 
meantime she could scout out Manhattan, a 
territory they planned to conquer together. 
Her senior year Eve was invited to be a fellow 
at Bread Loaf. A.G., interning in Chattanooga 
at a law firm, couldn't understand the dimin- 
ishing volume and ardor of her letters and 
phone calls. She herself was almost impossible 
to reach. Frantic, he drove one Friday night 
from Chattanooga to Vermont, arriving at the 
mountain outpost of literature 16 hours later, 
just in time to find a tousled Eve walking to 
breakfast, hand in hand with a middle-aged 
poet A.G. recognized from dust-jacket pho- 
tos. Her surprise turned almost immediately 
to defiance. A.G. punched the poet, knock- 
ing him down. Eve jumped on his back and 
scratched his face as a small crowd of aspiring 
writers looked on. 

In his young man's heart he believed he 
could never forgive her, but she astonished 
him by refusing to ask him to. Back in Chat- 
tanooga he waited for the letter or the call, in 
his mind conducting the dialogue she refused 
to initiate. How could she? After all that time, 
after all they'd been through together. For 
all his intelligence and eloquence, the senti- 
ments and even the words were the same as 
those of all spurned lovers. He spent hours 
engaged in this furious debate, but his side 
amounted to the repetition of a simple ques- 
tion: How could you stop loving me? “This was his 
first experience of rejection. He had never 
been in love before, and some of his friends 
wondered if he would ever be again. 

At his father's insistence A.G. had taken half 
a dozen economics classes already, and having 
finished most of his course work in English, he 
decided to do a double major in economics. 
He took up with a new set of friends, avoiding 
most of those he and Eve had known. He had 
no idea what he wanted to do. After gradua- 
tion he went to China to teach English, which 
he envisioned as a kind of romantic exile. The 
following year he enrolled in business school, 
and then, after a grueling year asan analyst at 
an investment bank, he found his calling as a 
closer—the guy who entertains the clients and 
holds their hands as they sign the checks. 


"So she broke your heart and drove you 
to banking?" 

"I don't suppose it was quite that simple. 
Ive probably simplified it in retrospect. 
Mythologized it in my mind." 

"So how does this lead us to the present. 
То your imminent nuptials?" 

He shook his head and chopped up 
more coke. "I don't know. I guess it just 
seemed like time." He folded the coke and 
chopped it again. 

“That's it? It seemed like time?” 
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He shrugged. “She’s a nice girl, from 
a good family. You know, we have a lot in 
common. So, what about you?” 

“What about me?” 

“Have you ever been in love?” He was 
rubbing his face as if to wash off a spot—a 
tic that was terribly familiar to her. 

“Once,” she said, taking a cigarette from 
his pack and holding it to her lips while 
he lit it. 

"Tell me about it.” 

"You know most of the story," Ginny 
said. “You were there.” 

"I was there?" He seemed determined to 
be obtuse. 

"You were the one." 

"Jesus. Are you 

"Yes, I am serious. All those years, all 
those nights. Fuck—I couldn't help it. I 
knew it was supposed to be fun, but I fell 
in love with you." 

“I didn't know." 

"You don't remember the last night we 
spent together?" 

“Not exactly." 

"You asked me to marry you." 

“I did?" He looked horrified. 

"You did. You asked me to marry you, 
and you told me you wanted me to have 
your babies. We stayed up all night plan- 
ning our future. We were going to spend 
our summers in Provence. And the next 
day you said you'd come to my parents’ 
house for Thanksgiving. But later that 


same day you said you had a late meeting 
on Wednesday and you would take the train 
up to Bedford Thursday morning. And that 
was the last I ever heard from you." 

He slumped back in the couch. "That 
was terrible, really the worst—I know. I 
just didn't know what to say to you." He 
leaned forward and snorted another line. 
"I was going to come to Bedford. Except I 
went out for a drink that night. And I met a 
girl. And one drink led to another. And the 
next thing I knew it was noon the next day 
and we were finishing the last of the coke. 
I couldn't very well face your family in 
that condition. And, you know, letting you 
down like that.... I knew I needed to call 
and apologize, but somehow I couldn't." 

Well, at least now she knew what hap- 
pened. She bent over the coffee table and 
snorted another couple of lines. "It used 
to kill me to see you at parties," she said 
finally, "and you acting so casual, as if noth- 
ing had happened. With some babe on your 
arm. For a long time I hated you." 

“I guess I can't really blame you," he 
said. "I wish there was some way: г 

“Make love to me,” Ginny said. In her 
own mind, she wasn't being sentimental so 
much as practical. She felt he owed her that 
much, at least. Either it would be as good as 
she remembered it, or it wouldn't, and she 
would've gotten it out of her system. 

Up in the bedroom, he was smart 
enough, or considerate enough, to kiss her 


long and hard before he began removing 
her clothes. In the middle, for all his skill, 
and all her desire to be transported, she 
began to come back to herself and feel awk- 
ward and sad. And after what seemed like a 
very long time she just wanted him to fin- 
ish. She realized now that what she'd really 
wanted was to believe that he still wanted 
her and that he cared enough for her to 
betray his future wife. 

Afterward she wrapped herself in the 
bedspread and walked out to the deck. The 
sky had turned gray in the east, and the 
dark surface of ocean was stippled with sil- 
ver sunlight. The coke was wearing off, and 
her eyeballs felt as if they were being pricked 
with tiny needles. She hated herself. 

Eventually A.G., in his paisley boxer shorts, 
holding a cigarette, joined her on the deck. 

"What are you going to do?" she said. 

“I don't know." He took a drag. Prob- 
ably the correct thing." 

"What's the correct thing?" 

"It's what we do when we don't know 
what the right thing is." 

He put his arm around her and held his 
cigarette to her lips. She inhaled greedily, as 
if she believed the smoke could save her, the 
ember blazing and crackling between A.G.'s 
fingers before it faded and dimmed within a 
cocoon of gray ash, and he tossed it away, the 
last sparks dying on the dewy lawn below. 


BARRY BONDS 


(continued from page 40) 
As the saying goes, “Show me the money.” 
Conte's total income from sales of banned 
performance-enhancing drugs and consult- 
ing added up to less than $13,000 a year—a 
four-year total of no more than $50,000—a 
fraction of the IRS standard for a criminal 
tax case. 

Top officials at the IRS or the Justice 
Department had to give the okay for Novitzky 
to morph into a star federal drug agent lead- 
ing a national investigation. Given the IRS's 
shortcomings, that was a remarkable trans- 
formation. At an April 2001 congressional 
hearing, IRS commissioner Charles Ros- 
sotti was taken to task for not cracking down 
on hundreds of billions of dollars a year of 
criminal tax fraud. “I am worried the IRS is 
a dog that doesn't have a bark," said Sena- 
tor Charles Grassley, the Iowa Republican 
who then headed the Senate Finance Com- 
mittee. The phenomenon of Novitzky's IRS 
drug investigation struck federal prosecutors 
as unprecedented and exceptional. Novitz- 
ky's search-warrant request was focused 
on a crime his agency had no authority to 
investigate: "Victor Conte Jr. and others are 
involved in a nationwide scheme to know- 
ingly illegally distribute athletic performance- 
enhancing drugs.... " 

Behind the scenes, Novitzky was given the 
green light to recruit state and local drug 
investigators. In August 2002 he began 
reading Conte's e-mail and rummaging 
through his garbage, hunting for clues. By 
February 2003, through Novitzky's pressure, 
Iran White, an agent in San Jose's Bureau 
of Narcotics Enforcement, was brought in 
to go undercover. An African American 
skilled in the use of weapons and hand-to- 
hand combat, White was the go-to guy for 
the FBI and other agencies investigating 
major narcotics dealings in California. On 
April 17, 2003 White was given $300 to buy 
a six-month membership at Bonds's Burl- 
ingame gym. White knew Novitzky. They 
had worked together on numerous cases in 
which the IRS was called in to take posses- 
sion of financial records after a drug arrest. 
The undercover agent thought Novitzky's 
quest to nail Bonds bordered on an obses- 
sion, saying, “Jeff has never held back what 
he felt about Bonds.” Another of the origi- 
nal four agents working on the case told me, 
“Novitzky hated Bonds.” 

Just weeks after White went undercover, 
he, Novitzky and other agents met at the 
San Jose federal building with the assis- 
tant U.S. attorney overseeing the case, Jeff 
Nedrow. Novitzky named the targets of the 
investigation: Bonds, Jason Giambi and 
other major leaguers. Working undercover, 
White was soon lifting weights with Bonds's 
trainer, Greg Anderson. By late May 2003 
Novitzky was so thrilled that he boasted to 
the two drug task-force agents about his 
hope to participate in a book and become 
famous. White also overheard the conversa- 
tion. "He envisioned congressional hearings, 
book deals and TV," said the lead task-force 
agent. "I was uncomfortable with that." 

"It was turned into a publicity stunt," said 
another task-force agent, who found the 


idea that the IRS agent hoped to become 
a celebrity or profit from the case to be a 
clear violation of the investigator's profes- 
sional code. "We don't chase headlines." 

Then in early June everything began to 
go wrong. White woke up paralyzed. He 
had suffered a stroke, possibly brought 
on by the brutal Bondsian workouts. His 
recovery took months. Novitzky, the man 
who put him in that gym, never called. 

With White out of the picture, Novitzky 
became a world unto himself. He rebuffed 
attempts by the San Mateo Drug Task Force 
to bring in another undercover agent. 
Requests to bring in the FBI or DEA to do 
phone wiretaps or recruit new undercover 
agents were rejected. What had begun as 
a joint federal, state and local investiga- 
tion was fast becoming one controlled by 
a single man. The undercover operation, 
wiretaps and Dumpster diving were about 
to give way to something never before seen 
in sports: a parade of high-profile athletes 
forced to speak about their drug use under 
penalty of perjury before the watchful eye 
of an IRS man—Novitzky. 


Long before Barry Bonds became entan- 
gled in the steroids scandal, it was widely 
known that professional baseball was hav- 
ing an affair with the juice. A year and a 
half earlier Ken Caminiti told Sports Illus- 
trated that steroids had helped create his 
MVP season, when he hit a career-high 
326 with 40 home runs. Caminiti reck- 
oned 50 percent of big leaguers were on 
performance-enhancing drugs. 

Back in 1998 the hulking six-foot-five, 
250-pound Mark McGwire admitted he was 
taking androstenedione, a steroid precursor, 
during the year he eclipsed Roger Maris's 
single-season home-run record. Not only 
was there no outcry or federal indictment, 
officials within baseball didn't even bother 
to test for steroids until 2003. The penalty 
for the first positive test was counseling—a 
farce compared with other sports (track 
and field banned first-time violators for up 
to two years). In 2003, 100 major leaguers 
tested positive for anabolic steroids, and 
experts believe the ease of beating the tests 
suggests that in fact several hundred others 
were likely using the drugs. 

For years baseball had embraced and 
rewarded steroid abuse with outsize fame 
and ballooning multimillion-dollar con- 
tracts. That larger context seemed incon- 
gruous with the strategy the government 
appeared to be taking in grand-jury 
hearings. 

The main criminal focus appeared to be 
on finding the perfect scapegoat. Bonds 
was an ideal fall guy for a government 
bent on proving the moral wrong of ste- 
roids. In the fall of 2003 he was subpoe- 
naed to appear before a grand jury. Lead 
Bonds attorney Michael Rains met pros- 
ecutor Jeff Nedrow in his San Jose office 
in advance of the ballplayer's appearance. 
Bonds was not the first to testify; others 
had done so and before testifying had 
been offered the chance to see documents 
containing the evidence against them. As 
Rains recalled, Nedrow proposed "the 


deal that Barry and I come down and 
look at documents a few days before 
Barry's grand-jury testimony." Rains said 
they shook hands on the agreement. 

A week before that scheduled meet- 
ing Rains said the prosecutor left the 
following voice mail: "Why don't you 
come about two to three hours before the 
scheduled grand-jury appearance. We'll 
let you look at the documents then. ГП 
see you at 10 o'clock." 

Rains and his driver arrived early on 
the morning of December 3, 2003 to pick 
up Bonds at his Hillsborough home. The 
next stop was a San Francisco police sta- 
tion more than a mile from the court- 
house. The government wanted Novitzky 
to play chauffeur to Bonds on the day of 
his grand-jury testimony. 

"Novitzky was in his federal car," said 
Rains. "Barry and I jumped into the car, 
and Novitzky said hi." 

The IRS agent drove, Rains in front, 
Bonds in back. "Novitzky was fuming,” 
recalled Rains. "He was all hot and both- 
ered. Barry was saying, 'Mike, we can't 
trust these guys.“ 

When the sedan arrived at the federal 
building, "Novitzky did this 20- to 30-second 
wait," said Rains. The cameras pushed in. 
Rains said Bonds started screaming at 
Novitzky, "Get this motherfucking car mov- 
ing! This is fucking bullshit!" 

Minutes later they rode the elevator to 
the 17th floor. Nedrow walked them into 
another room and introduced Rains to 
Ross Nadel, chief of the criminal division. 
Nedrow abruptly announced that Bonds 
would not be allowed to look at any docu- 
ments. Rains was furious. 

“You want him to testify at one p. u., he 
said he told the prosecutors. "It's 10:30. 
You say we can't look at documents. We had 
an agreement." 

Nadel said there had never been an 
agreement. Rains countered that he had 
Nedrow's voice mail advising him to have 
Bonds appear at 10:30. "Do you think I 
came here at 10:30 to let Bonds swear at me 
for two and a half hours?" Rains said. "We 
got here early to look at the documents." 

Bonds was not given the same opportu- 
nity offered to virtually every other athlete 
who gave grand-jury testimony: the chance 
to view the evidence against them before 
they testified. When Bonds's 149-page 
grand-jury transcript was finally made pub- 
lic, in early 2008, there was no doubt that 
the slugger was being asked about docu- 
ments he'd never seen. 

Rains said, "It was a perjury trap." 


At 1:23 p.m., after waiting nearly three 
hours, Bonds was ushered into the 
grand-jury room. Nadel explained to the 
ballplayer that he was being ordered to 
testify "in the public interest" and that 
his testimony would not be used against 
him in any criminal case except a pros- 
ecution for perjury. 

Nedrow, who dominated the question- 
ing, was certainly enthusiastic. Armed 
with cryptic documents and evidence, he 
quizzed Bonds about scribbles on Greg 
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Anderson’s calendars and reported results 
of lab tests. But Nedrow's sentences ram- 
bled. He seemed unsure of himself. Even 
he was forced to admit he was not very 
good at asking questions. 

"Yes. You are confusing," Bonds said 
after Nedrow acknowledged his shortcom- 
ings. "I'm telling you," said Bonds to the 
jury. “Is he confusing to you guys?" 


PROSECUTOR: So, I’m going to ask you, 
in the weeks and months leading up 
to November 2000, were you taking 
steroids—— 

BONDs: No. 

PROSECUTOR: Or anything like that? 


What does “anything like” steroids mean? 
Say, creatine, which is legal? Or Andro 
(androstenedione), the milder legal (at the 
time) cousin of steroids, made famous when 
a reporter spotted a bottle of it in Mark 
McGwire's locker? 

Why didn’t the government ask a sim- 
ple, straightforward question such as “In 
the year 2000 did you take something you 
knew to be an illegal steroid?” 

Later critics would say the nearly three- 


hour interrogation revealed ample cir- 
cumstantial evidence that the slugger 
took performance-enhancing substances, 
but that wasn’t the issue. The point was 
whether he had knowingly taken illegal 
drugs and lied about it. 

After Nedrow showed Bonds exhibits of 
substances that Anderson allegedly gave him, 
he asked again whether he took any steroids. 


BONDS: Not that I know of. 
NEDROW: What do you mean by "not 
that you know of”? 


The baseball player pointed to exhibits 
of two substances Anderson had adminis- 
tered to him, a lotion called the Cream and 
a liquid called the Clear. These two sub- 
stances were to become the key evidence 
against Bonds and the centerpiece of the 
prosecution. Judging by his response to 
Nedrow, it seemed Bonds had no idea what 
they were. “Because I have suspicions over 
those two items, right there,” he said. He 
added that after the BALCO case broke, 
a few months before, he started thinking, 
What is this stuff? 

Call Bonds clever, parsing his words, 


"Doesn't the secondhand smoke bother you?” 


leaving himself an alibi. But that’s what he 
is entitled to do. That sequence and others 
like it don’t sound as though he was abso- 
lutely denying the use of banned drugs. 


On October 16, 2003 Novitzky’s inves- 
tigation took a bizarre turn. Behind the 
scenes, unknown to the public following 
the story, the Treasury Inspector General 
for Tax Administration (TIGTA) opened an 
investigation of none other than Novitzky 
and his fellow agents. Six hundred of the 
approximately $60,000 in cash seized from 
Anderson was missing. Neither Novitzky 
nor the other IRS agents implicated would 
cooperate with the TIGTA investigators 
without lawyers. 

Coincidentally, that very same day, 
Novitzky, under oath, gave his first testi- 
mony for the grand jury about BALCO: 


NEDROW: Okay, how many of the steroids 
and growth hormone, just approxi- 
mately, like how much quantity did you 
find in the storage locker? 

Novrrzkv: We found— I think it was 
three cardboard boxes, you know, 
standard-size cardboard boxes full of 
stuff. 

NEDROW: And to be clear on that, we're 
talking not about the Clear or the 
Cream but just traditional steroids 
that 
NOVITZKY: It was the Clear, the Cream, 
traditional steroids. We also found 
many other prescription drugs, pre- 
scription diet drugs, thyroid-hormone 
drugs, other oral steroids. It was like a 
pharmacy in there. 


Before the close of his first day of tes- 
timony, Novitzky recounted his interview 
of Greg Anderson. The agent said Ander- 
son acknowledged that he gave out ste- 
roids but only to men he called "my little 
baseball players." 

Novitzky said he and the other agents 
tossed out the names of a number of San 
Francisco Giants, and Anderson agreed 
that they were "little." Then, Novitzky said, 
they focused on the big guys: 

"Is Gary Sheffield little?" 

“Но. 

“Is Barry Bonds little?” 

"No," Anderson said. "He's not little. I 
don't give anything to him." 


Two months later, in his 2004 State of the 
Union address, President Bush told the 
nation about the importance of the land- 
mark steroids investigation: 


То help children make right choices, 
they need good examples. Athlet- 
ics play such an important role in 
our society, but unfortunately, some 
in professional sports are not setting 
much of an example. The use of per- 
formance-enhancing drugs like ste- 
roids in all sports is dangerous, and it 
sends the wrong message—that there 
are shortcuts to accomplishment and 
that performance is more important 
than character. So tonight I call on 
team owners, union representatives, 


coaches and players to take the lead, to 
send the right signal, to get tough and 
to get rid of steroids now. 


You would imagine Ше BALCO scandal 
belonged up there with the fight against Al 
Qaeda. On February 12 at a press confer- 
ence in the nation's capital, Attorney Gen- 
eral John Ashcroft, accompanied by IRS 
commissioner Mark Everson, announced 
a massive 42-count indictment of Victor 
Conte, Jim Valente, Greg Anderson and 
track coach Remi Korchemny. Everson 
said, "The investigation took shape when 
an IRS criminal investigator detected sus- 
picious cash transactions on the part of Mr. 
Conte through a combination of traditional 
detective work and through the use of data 
housed in the Currency Banking Retrieval 
System, an anti-money laundering tool 
which tracks large movements of cash." 

The media took the government account 
at face value. In March 2004 San Francisco 
Chronicle reporters Mark Fainaru-Wada and 
Lance Williams blew the scandal wide open: 
"San Francisco Giants slugger Barry Bonds, 
New York Yankees stars Jason Giambi and 
Gary Sheffield and three other major league 
baseball players received steroids from a Bur- 
lingame nutritional supplement lab, federal 
investigators were told." (Bonds maintains 
his innocence; Sheffield admitted taking the 
Clear unknowingly; Giambi admitted using 
performance-enhancing drugs.) 

Senator McCain held well-publicized 
hearings. "Baseball is a national pas- 
time," said then-fellow senator Joe Biden. 
"There is something simply un-American 
about this." 

All the attention continued to strengthen 
the public's sense of Novitzky's character 
and his case. But behind the scenes, in 
grand-jury testimony that was sealed and 
thus kept secret from the press, his case was 
beginning to crack. During Novitzky's sec- 
ond grand-jury appearance, he admitted, 
shockingly, that the Clear, the now famous, 
undetectable performance-enhancing sub- 
stance at the center of the vast criminal 
probe, did not appear to be illegal or even a ste- 
roid under federal criminal law. Dr. Don Catlin 
of UCLA's Olympic Analytical Laboratory 
had decoded the mystery drug. It was 
THG, or tetrahydrogestrinone. Novitzky's 
statement on the Clear was a staggering 
admission that could infect the entire case 
against Bonds and other targets. Here's 
what he said: 


NEDROW: What does Dr. Catlin say if 
asked the question "Is it, though, actu- 
ally an anabolic steroid?" What does 
he say to that? 

novitzky: What he said was, you know, 
there's two different standards you're 
looking at. Number one, there's the 
standard of sport. And he said, you 
know, the NFL, International Olym- 
pic Committee considers it, yes, it's a 
steroid. If an athlete tests positive for 
it, they're going to get sanctioned that 
they've taken a steroid. 

He said it was another matter when 
looking at federal criminal law, and 
the problem that you run into there 
is there's a certain amount of steroids 
that are listed under criminal law 


that say, Hey, these substances are 
definitely steroids. And then there's 
a catchall phrase that says if it's not 
one of these substances, then if you 
can say pharmacologically or chemi- 
cally related to testosterone, which in 
this case THG is, and you also have to 
show that it enhances muscle growth 
in human beings. 

And that's the problem with THG, 
to which Dr. Catlin testified to the 
grand jury, "No studies show whether 
or not THG does, in fact, enhance 
muscle growth. For us to show beyond 
a reasonable doubt that it promotes 
muscle growth would be impossible at 
this time because there's never been 
any medical studies on it." 


In other words, athletes who took the 
Clear were literally in the clear. They had 
not committed a crime. The drug could 
not be described as a steroid under federal 
law. Athletes were arguably not even lying 
if they'd taken it and then denied under 
oath that they'd taken a steroid. Taking 
the Clear was not illegal. Nor was taking 
human-growth hormone or erythropoi- 
etin, the endurance drug. Sure, they were 
banned by many sports and you needed 
a prescription for HGH or EPO, but that 
didn't mean it was a crime to use them. 

Now let's turn to the Cream. 

Conte had cleverly designed a diluted 
mixture of testosterone and a masking 
agent that would make the ratio of testos- 
terone and epitestosterone in urine appear 
totally normal in doping tests, even if one 
were taking the Clear. The Cream was a 
mask for the Clear. It was not designed to 
function as an anabolic agent. 

Was the Cream illegal? Conte claimed he 
had simply stretched his legal prescription 
for testosterone to create enough Cream 
for 17 athletes. He would famously call the 
Cream "baby food." Yes, it had testosterone 
in it, but only a fraction of what millions of 
middle-aged American men take daily to 
regain their strength and virility. 


By the fall of 2004 the criminal case 
against Victor Conte and the original 
BALCO defendants was beginning to fal- 
ter. Novitzky had testified to the grand jury 
that he had seized three large cardboard 
boxes full of illegal drugs, describing it as 
"like a pharmacy in there." But this was a 
considerable exaggeration. As a drug raid, 
the search of BALCO was a bust. As for 
Conte's personal storage locker, the con- 
tents of the three giant boxes in Novitzky's 
big-fish story would have fit in one shoe- 
box. Conte had personal prescriptions for 
most of the drugs, and The San Jose Mercury 
News reported that the total value seized 
was less than $2,000, hardly enough for an 
international drug ring. 

There was another legal challenge. Conte 
alleged the authorities had never showed 
him a warrant on September 3 until hours 
after the search of his offices had been 
completed. His claim was supported by 
the detailed notes of the IRS agent who 
documented the search. There was also 
the question of a missing 53 minutes in the 
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official report. Conte claims that between 
4:30 p.m. and 5:23 p.m. that day, Novitzky 
vainly attempted to pressure him into 
wearing a wire and cooperating against 
implicated athletes. Nothing in Novitzky's 
detailed memorandum reflects that alleged 
interrogation. Wendy Bergland, the IRS 
agent responsible for taking comprehen- 
sive minute-by-minute notes (the memo- 
randum of activity), recorded no entries 
for that entire 53-minute period. 

These were no small errors and omis- 
sions. The logical course in massive federal 
drug investigations is to fashion an airtight 
case against the alleged kingpin—in this 
case, Victor Conte—then force him to 
go to trial or require his full cooperation 
before granting a plea, thereby exposing 
his whole network—in this case, athletes, 
coaches, owners and league officials. Con- 
te's lawyers threw a wrench in the govern- 
ment's plan: They moved to dismiss the 
evidence gathered in the original search 
based on investigative misconduct. They 
alleged, among other things, that Novitzky 
forgot to serve the warrant. 

A hearing was scheduled. Novitzky's 
credibility was on the line. In October 
2004 he filed a sworn declaration in Judge 
Illston’s court stating that my PLayBoy arti- 
cle "falsely stated that agent White over- 
heard me discussing getting a 'book deal 
in connection with my involvement in this 
case. This is untrue. I have never had such 
a discussion with anyone and have never 
had any involvement with a 'book deal' in 
connection with this case or any other." 

Rains deployed a detective to track down 
Iran White and learn the identity of the two 
San Mateo task-force agents who had also 
heard Novitzky talk about his hope to par- 
ticipate in a book deal. According to The New 
York Times, the lawmen talked to Rains and 


told him Novitzky had engaged in a host of 
improper, if not illegal, acts ranging from tip- 
ping off the media to the BALCO search to 
falsifying investigative reports and his plans 
to participate in a book or movie deal. 

The government dragged its heels in 
turning over discovery to the defense, 
until finally Judge Illston ordered it to dis- 
close the secret investigation of Novitzky 
to defense counsel by May 25, 2005. The 
government sent the full 150-page report 
by Federal Express on May 31. With a hear- 
ing set for June 7, Conte and his lawyers 
knew they had struck gold. If made public, 
the investigation of Novitzky could destroy 
his credibility and scuttle the government's 
chance to prosecute Bonds and the other 
key targets. 

After spending a small fortune by calling 
30 athletes to the grand jury, the prosecu- 
tors all but abandoned their case. Conte 
argues they never had a case to begin with. 
Like magic, his 42-count indictment was 
reduced to two counts—one charge for 
distributing steroids and one trumped-up 
charge of laundering $100, the rationale 
for IRS involvement. 

Victor Conte was sentenced to four 
months in prison. Greg Anderson served 
just three months. Patrick Arnold, the 
chemist who made the Clear, received three 
months. The other two defendants— Valente 
and Korchemny—received probation. 


For the next couple of years Novitzky got a 
pass from his true IRS duties. He traveled 
the country, catching athletes in alleged 
lies about drugs that may or may not have 
been illegal. The only individual to receive 
a serious jail term in the whole scandal 
was not a drug dealer or an athlete but 
a defense lawyer who violated a protec- 


"Hey! Why is every rotten thing that happens 
called an act of God?" 


tive order to give a San Francisco Chronicle 
reporter grand-jury transcripts. 

After a six-year, $50 million exploration 
of performance enhancement in sports, 
it's worth considering what we've gained. 
The $600 is still missing. A Treasury report 
found, after a year investigating Novitzky 
and other IRS agents, that "solvability fac- 
tors are not present and do not justify any 
continued investigation." 

We did see all those tantalizing stories in 
the Chronicle that leaked the testimony of 
Bonds, Giambi, Sheffield and others. What 
we didn't see were those parts of the secret 
record the government preferred not be 
made public: the missing-money investiga- 
tion, Novitzky's questionable conduct and 
his misleading grand-jury testimony. 

The biggest omission of all, however, 
has been the systematic cover-up by base- 
ball officials of steroid use in Major League 
Baseball. For years MLB never had any real 
drug testing. It was a sham because officials 
realized how many billions could be made 
on pumped-up ballplayers swatting it out 
of the park. We were fed what the govern- 
ment wanted us to hear: the $20 million 
Mitchell Report that trashed some more 
players and gave the executives paying the 
bil Commissioner Bud Selig and com- 
pany—insulation from the scandal. Selig 
wasn't completely off the hook. The Mitchell 
Report revealed that he and his colleagues 
failed to tell Congress that in 2004 testing 
had been suspended for six months for all 
the players who had tested positive the year 
before. The dopers had been given a free 
pass until September—the end of the sea- 
son. The report also revealed that players 
were alerted to the resumption of testing. 

Shortly after the publication of the 
Mitchell Report, MLB team owners unani- 
mously voted to grant Selig a three-year 
extension on his contract, which, judg- 
ing by his near $15 million 2005 salary, 
amounted to about a $50 million payoff, 
roughly the same price tag as the BALCO 
investigation. Not a single baseball com- 
missioner, owner or manager was called 
before a grand jury. 

The steroid scandal has been all about greed 
and power. Baseball is a multibillion-dollar 
business. The athletes are not innocents, but 
blaming the scandal on the gladiators over- 
looks who runs the Coliseum. 

This past year Judge Illston, who pre- 
sided over the steroid cases, indicated 
she thought the federal government's 
resources were being wasted. She sen- 
tenced the two latest individuals convicted 
in BALCO, the cyclist Tammy Thomas 
and track coach Trevor Graham, to home 
detention over the desperate objections of 
prosecutors. At Graham's sentencing, she 
said pointedly, "I don't view sending Mr. 
Graham to prison as a useful exercise for 
this government at this time." 

Barry Bonds is the next defendant in 
Judge Illston’s courtroom. Roger Clemens 
is thought to be on deck, accused of lying to 
Congress about taking human-growth hor- 
mone nearly a decade ago, a drug baseball 
didn't even bother to ban until 2005. 

The show must go on. 


SETH ROGEN 


(continued from page 36) 
forever, for God's sake. I remember one guy 
who would just take all night to do it, and Га 
be like, "Okay, man, can we get this fucking 
show on the road?" 

PLAYBOY: Why is nobody more needy and 
insecure than a drug dealer? 

ROGEN: I know, right? They get so hurt 
if you just want to rush out. They'll say 
things like, "Are you just gonna buy it 
and leave?" Well, yeah, why wouldn't I? 
It's not like you go to a supermarket and 
the checkout guy says, "What, you're just 
going to buy your milk and leave? Come 
on, let's hang out!" 

PLAYBOY: You did a convincing job playing 
stoned in Pineapple Express. Are you just 
an exceptionally tal- 
ented actor, or was 
your prop depart- 
ment well stocked 
with dime bags? 
ROGEN: [Laughs] No, 
I wasn't stoned in that 
movie. It wouldn't 
have helped even if 
I were, because I act 
pretty much exactly 
the same when I'm 
sober as when I'm 
stoned. You wouldn't 
be able to tell the dif- 
ference. Also, James 
Franco doesn't even 
smoke weed. I hope I 
haven't ruined it for 
anybody. Franco and 
I have never smoked 
weed together in real 
life. We always mar- 
vel at that. 

PLAYBOY: What did 
you use as a sub- 
stitute? 

ROGEN: It was some 
sort of benign plant. 
It's called Wizard 
Smoke. I've seen it 
advertised in High 
Times magazine. It's 
supposed to be an 
herbal substitute 
that looks a lot like 
weed but doesn't 
get you high. 
PLAYBOY: You were named Stoner of the 
Year at the 2007 Stony Awards. Do you feel 
you hit your peak too soon as a pot icon? 
ROGEN: A little bit, yeah. The Stony 
Award is my Oscar. It's the award of all 
awards, in my opinion. I'm glad I hit it 
when I did, but it's a slow and steady 
decline from there. Franco won it the 
next year, for Pineapple Express, so we 
back-to-backed it. 

PLAYBOY: He did? But he doesn't even 
smoke pot! 

ROGEN: I know. That's outrageous. I almost 
raised a flag there, but I didn't. At least he 
played a stoner, and I'm sure he's the first 
stoner character to be nominated for a 
Golden Globe. For that alone he deserves 
a Stony Award. 

PLAYBOY: Isn't the award statue a bong? 
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ROGEN: It is a bong. It's mounted on a little 
podium thing. 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever tried to smoke 
weed in it? 

ROGEN: I have, actually. I put it off for 
a while and eventually decided not to 
do it. It seemed oddly disrespectful. But 
then I had a party, and I saw somebody 
holding it with smoke coming out of it. I 
thought, Ah well, there goes my pristine 
Stony Award. 

PLAYBOY: Just how superobsessive are you 
about marijuana? If we mentioned purple 
Afghani train wreck, would you know what 
we're talking about? 

ROGEN: [Laughs] Yeah. I know something 
about weed. I know the difference between 
a sativa and an indica. 

PLAYBOY: Do you know enough to have a 
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conversation with Woody Harrelson? 
ROGEN: I think I could, yeah. That doesn't 
mean I would. I've met a few celebrities 
who are notorious for smoking weed, and 
I can't ever bring it up with them. I get 
shy about it. So I don't know what I would 
say to Woody. "So...smoke a lot of weed, do 
you? Me too!” 

PLAYBOY: There was some controversy 
about your appearance on the 2008 MTV 
Movie Awards, when you and James Franco 
appeared to be smoking a real joint on 
national television. Did the backlash sur- 
prise you? 

ROGEN: Not really. MTV is just insanely 
stupid. They knew well in advance what 
we were going to do. We sent them a script 
weeks earlier. When they cut away in the 
middle of our bit, it made it seem like a 
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much bigger deal than it actually was, and 
it effectively ruined our joke. 

PLAYBOY: So what you were smoking wasn't 
a real joint? 

ROGEN: Of course not. But that's not my 
problem. I'm not offended as a pot smoker; 
I'm offended as a comedian. 

PLAYBOY: You think MTV was trying to cre- 
ate controversy? 

ROGEN: I think they were being hypo- 
critical. They have shows like The Real 
World, which is all about drinking and 
fucking. If that's their idea of entertain- 
ment, then our goofy little joke about 
smoking a fake joint should be harm- 
less. They're documenting the lives of 
promiscuous young people without any 
of the repercussions. Not that I care. I'm 
not saying they shouldn't be allowed to 
show that. I'm just 
saying if that's your 
idea of acceptable 
behavior, don't give 
us a fucking hard 
time about one stu- 
pid joint. 

PLAYBOY: Was it sur- 
prising when MTV 
turned against you? 
ROGEN: Not at all. 
MTV has always 
fucked us. It was a 
nightmare doing 
interviews with them 
for Pineapple Express. 
We were on TRL, 
which thank God is 
over. I never have to 
go on that fucking 
show again. 
PLAYBOY: You didn't 
care for it? 

ROGEN: I did not. It 
wasn't even live. It 
was all a big lie. It 
was painful because 
Franco and I went on 
to promote Pineapple, 
and the producers 
told us, "Okay, you 
can't mention weed 
at all." That just 
stunned me. The 
movie's about weed! 
How would we even 
describe it? Why are 
we here if we can't 
talk about weed? That's just so silly and 
absurd to me. It's like bringing on the cast 
from Transformers and telling them, "You 
can't talk about robots." 

PLAYBOY: How will you evolve as you get 
older? You can't keep playing the scruffy 
stoner type forever, can you? 

ROGEN: I have no idea. I don't think about 
that, to be honest. 

PLAYBOY: You don't wonder what your 
career will look like in another five, 10, 
20 years? 

ROGEN: I really don't. I have no overall 
career plan. I take it on a movie-by-movie 
basis. It's all I can do. 

PLAYBOY: A lot of comic actors yearn for 
credibility, hoping to cross over into dra- 
matic roles. Do you have ambitions be- 
yond comedy? 
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ROGEN: Somebody recently said to me, 
“Man, if Green Hornet does well, you guys 
will be able to make whatever movies you 
want." No, we've always made the mov- 
ies we want. Every movie we've made has 
been the movie we wanted. We didn't make 
Superbad to get somewhere else. We didn't 
make Pineapple Express to get somewhere 
else. Those were it. If Pineapple Express is 
the last movie I ever make, I won't say, "I 
never got a chance to make the big one!" 
That's the exact movie I wanted to make. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever worry you might be 
lured by a huge paycheck to make some 
bloated blockbuster like Cat in the Hat or 
The Grinch and all your comedy credibility 
will disappear? 

ROGEN: Oh yeah, all the time. Jonah Hill 
and I were having that exact conversa- 
tion the other day, about how easy it 
would be to sell out without even real- 
izing it. It's not just about the money. 
Sometimes you do a movie and you think 
и ll be great, but then you see it and it 
turns out to be terrible. 
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PLAYBOY: How can you protect yourself 
from making a dud? 

ROGEN: You can't. My only barometer is to 
ask myself, Is this something I'd want to 
go see as an audience member? Otherwise, 
you have to accept that the rest of it is out 
of your control. 

PLAYBOY: Is it true you talked Hill out of 
doing a Transformers sequel? 

ROGEN: I wouldn't say I talked him out 
of it. I was a voice against it. It's not just 
about the final product for me anymore. 
It's also about the experience. This isn't 
just a career anymore. It's my life. My life 
isn't being in these movies, it's making these 
movies. You have to make sure that aspect 
of it is as enjoyable as possible. I want to go 
to work and think, I'm making a movie I’m 
excited about, I like the people I work with, 
and I'm having a good time. It wouldn't be 
worth it if I were making the best movie 
ever and had to come to work and think, I 
hate these fucking people! 

PLAYBOY: Do you care what your fans think 
about you? 


SS 


( 
W 


| 


f 


) 


0 


4 


“Okay, listen up—due to the economic downturn I'm going to be 
able to keep only one of you in my outlaw band." 


ROGEN: You mean, do I read the Internet? 
My girlfriend reads the comments sec- 
tion on my IMDb profile all the time, and 
sometimes she tells me, "You have to look 
at what this jerk said about you." People 
fucking hate me on the Internet. The tide 
has definitely turned. 

PLAYBOY: Why do you think that is? 
ROGEN: It's completely arbitrary. When 
Superbad and The 40-Year-Old Virgin came 
out, I was the raddest guy on Ain't It 
Cool News. But now, for no reason, I 
am the fucking worst, most despicable 
Antichrist of comedy. All I did was make 
two more movies that were both pretty 
good, in my opinion. It's become almost 
obligatory to say how much you fucking 
hate me. It's like, “He's doing all the 
stuff that makes us laugh, and I hate that 
about him." 

PLAYBOY: What was your favorite experi- 
ence meeting a fan? 

ROGEN: I was at a bookstore last week, and 
this 20-year-old guy was standing next to 
me in line. He noticed me and got a funny 
look on his face, then he finally said, "Oh 
my God, man, you're my hero. Look what 
I'm buying." He had a book on screenplay 
writing and an encyclopedia of marijuana. 
[laughs] I was like, "Yeah, I guess I really 
am your hero." 

PLAYBOY: How do you spoil yourself? You 
don't seem like the kind of guy who would 
spend his paycheck on a fancy car or a 
Malibu mansion. 

ROGEN: I buy a lot of Japanese pop-art 
toys on eBay. I have a massive collection in 
my house. I've always been obsessed with 
comic books. Both Evan and I have read 
tons of them. If any of our movies suck, 
it's because we were reading comic books 
instead of writing. 

PLAYBOY: It’s probably no surprise that you 
and Goldberg wrote an episode for The 
Simpsons about the Comic Book Guy. 
ROGEN: That's the coolest thing we've 
done. Of everything we've accom- 
plished, which is not much on the grand 
scale of things, writing for The Simpsons is 
the apex. 

PLAYBOY: Do you identify with the Comic 
Book Guy? 

ROGEN: As a very anal collector of things, I 
can definitely relate. 

PLAYBOY: If your movie career hadn't 
worked out quite so well, could you imag- 
ine yourself with his life, running a little 
comic-book store in Vancouver? 

ROGEN: Yeah! I sometimes think about 
that. What would I be doing if I weren't 
an actor? Working in a video store or 
a comic-book store is the only thing 
I could possibly enjoy as much. I'd be 
one of those guys you look at and say, 
"What the fuck is wrong with him? Why 
is he working at this fucking store? Why 
doesn't he get out and do something 
with his life?" I would definitely be that 
guy. Maybe I'd do a combo: a video- 
game-and-comic-book store. Yeah, that 
would be cool. That's definitely what I 
should do if I crap out in movies. You 
know, that sounds so good it's almost 
worth quitting for. 
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AMY SMART 


(continued from page 80) 
Q16 


PLAYBOY: How do you get yourself ener- 
gized offscreen? 

SMART: I deliberately try to be 10 min- 
utes late for everything. It's almost a 
game with me. Rushing gets my adren- 
aline going. I grew up driving in the 
mountains, so I am a really good driver 
but a pretty fast one. When I'm on a 
plane that's taking off, instead of just 
relaxing and enjoying the amazing feel- 
ing of ascending and soaring into the 
air, I'm like, Are we going to veer the 
wrong way? 


Q17 

PLAYBOY: Have any of your adventures 
included having sex on a plane? 

SMART: Yeah, in the bathroom, which 
makes me a member of the mile-high 
club. One key to a great relationship is 
a healthy sex life. My boyfriend loves 
to buy me sexy lingerie, and when he's 
lucky I give him a little show. Maybe it 
would be hot if I bought him a police- 
man's uniform. 


Q18 

PLAYBOY: Where is the most adventurous 
place you've made love? 

SMART: I've been to a lot of great places, 
but adventurous? I'd say on the beach in 
Bali, where we had been relaxing on vaca- 
tion for days. We were both tan. The sun 
was going down. It was gorgeous and 
warm, and the beach was pretty deserted— 
but not entirely. I felt like we were living a 
dream, even if it was only temporary. 


Q19 

PLAYBOY: Since Crank came out, do fans 
react any differently to you? 

SMART: Before Crank most people would 
talk to me about a sweet and funny movie 
like Just Friends or a comedy like Rat Race. 
Now I feel I'm being looked at in a more 
adult way. I hope that lasts, because I 
want to keep changing the roles I play 
and entertaining people. I love that I 
have another sweet movie coming out 
around the same time as Crank 2, called 
Love N’ Dancing. It’s about the West 
Coast swing-dancing scene. Being paid 
to dance made doing that movie a dream 
come true. 


Q20 

PLAYBOY: Your name is a popular Google 
search term. What do you think when you 
read about yourself on the Internet? 

SMART: The Internet is the best inven- 
tion because it's so open and free. But 
everyone on it has an opinion. I've read 
things people have posted about me, and 
I'm like, Who are you? I've never even 
met you! I'm glad you think I'm ugly. 
Fine. Sorry. Don't go to my movies. Just 
get a life and do something that makes 


you happy. 
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THE HILLIKER CURSE 


(continued from page 58) 
He's porking the Main Babe from the movie. 

I noticed a half-full jug of cheap wine by 
the mailbox bank. I guzzled it and got goofy 
and euphoric. I'm tanked at age nine. I go 
window peeping. I've done it a few times 
before. It feels essential now. 

Cherokee north of the Boulevard. Span- 
ish apartment houses and bungalow courts. 
Windows ringed with Christmas lights. Low 
first-floor windowsills. Perch spots for a tall 
little boy hot to LOOK. 

I was blitzed. It was 51 years ago. I know 
I didn't see the Main Babe or my dad in the 
saddle. I know I saw a fat guy flipping burg- 
ers. I know I saw a skinny lady watching TV. 

It all blurred then. Booze blackout— 
age nine. 

I recall a queasy cab ride. I'm back at 
my mom's pad in Santa Monica. I'm in my 
church suit. We're on an airplane. Jean Hil- 
liker's wearing a blue serge dress and hold- 
ing an overcoat. Her red hair is cinched by 
a tortoiseshell barrette. She's drinking a 
highball and smoking a cigarette. 

I leaned close. She misunderstood my 
intent and ruffled my hair. I wanted to 
nuzzle her and taste the bourbon. She 
didn't know that. 

I dozed off. Jean Hilliker dozed off. I woke 
up and watched her sleep. She was 42 now. 
She was boozing more. It showed on her 
face. She went back to Hilliker, post-divorce 
decree. It stigmatized me. Her pride, my 
bifurcated identity. I killed off the dregs of 
her highball and ate the cherry. It gave me a 
residual jolt. I saw a woman enter a lavatory 
at the rear of the plane. 

I traipsed over and perched near the 
door. Passing adults ignored me. Women 
used the facility. I hovered and heard the 
door locks click. The women exited and 
scowled at me. I read biblical censure on 
their faces. One woman forgot to lock the 
door. I barged in accidentally on purpose. 
The woman shrieked. I saw sheer nylon 
stockings and some skin. 


Madison, Wisconsin was lake-bound and 
penguin-shit cold. A snow-covered field 
flanked Aunt Leoda's house. I got into a 
snowball fight the first day. An ice-crusted 
ball busted up my face and loosened some 
wobbly teeth. I holed up in a back bedroom 
and brooded. 

My cousins were off being happy-kids-at- 
Christmas. Jean Hilliker was off with plain- 
Jane Aunt Leoda and porky Uncle Ed. Uncle 
Ed sold Buicks. My mother purchased a red- 
and-white sedan from him. The plan: drive 
the fucker back to L.A. after New Year's. 

I brooded. I did it obsessively then, as I 
do now. My mouth hurt. The fucking snow- 
ball sliced my lips. 

The adults came home. My mother 
brought me a library book. It was whole- 
some kids’ fare, full of mystical shit. It per- 
tained to witchcraft, spells and curses. My 
mother turned the bedroom lights on. I 
had to read rather than brood. 

The book jazzed me. I tore through it 
Quicksville. It felt like it was written to me. 
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homeland of Bumfuck, Great Britain. Magic 
potions abounded. Warlocks guzzled secret 
brews and had visions. This wowed the 
incipient boozehound and dope fiend in me. 
The overall text buttressed religious lore I 
believed in then and believe in today. 

There's a world we can't see. It exists separately 
and concurrently with the real world. You enter this 
world by the offering of prayer and incantation. 
You live in this world wholly within your mind. You 
dispel the real world through mental discipline. You 
rebuff the real world through your enforced mental 
will. Your interior world will give you what you 
want and what you need to survive. 

I believed it then. I believe it now. My many 
years in the dark have confirmed it as a pri- 
mary article of faith. I was nine then. I'm 60 
now. The real world has frequently intruded 
on my spells in the dark. That book formally 
sanctioned me to lie still and conjure women. 
I did it then. I do it still. That book described 
the destructive power of formal invective. The 
notion of a curse was not prophetic in late 
1957. It was simply more license to fantasize. 

I have a superbly honed memory. My 
time in the dark has enhanced my process 
of minutely detailed recollection. 

My mental ruthlessness asserted itself 
early on. 

I needed a Curse a few months later. I 
was very well prepared. 


XXXXX 
The new Buick wasa full-dress road hog. It had 
wide whites and more chrome than the Plun- 
der Road death sled. I wanted to zoom it back 
to L.A. and see my dad. I wanted to resume 
my fantasy life back on my home turf. 

The adults went nightclubbing on New 
Year's Eve. A German immigrant girl baby- 
sitted my cousins and me. She was 17 or 18, 
acne-addled and plump. She wore a rein- 
deer-print blouse and a flannel skirt with 
a pink embroidered poodle. She emitted 
Hitler Jugend vibes. 

She tucked me in last. The bedroom door 
was shut. Her fluttery presence felt un- 
kosher. She sat on the edge of the bed and 
patted me. The vibe devolved. She pulled 
down the covers and sucked my dick. 

I dug it and recoiled from it in equal 
measure. I withstood 30 seconds and 
pushed her off. She talked a kraut blue 
streak and bolted the room. I killed the 
lights and brooded out the bad juju. 

I didn't feel assaulted. I felt sideswiped. 
I knew the term blow job from school. I 
recalled the magic-spell book. I figured I 
could brew a blank-memory elixir. I could 
create X-ray-eye powder at the same time. 
I got bilked on those glasses. My secret eye- 
ball blend would set that straight. 

I fell asleep in 57 and woke up in 58. 
The watershed year of my life kicked in, un- 
be-fucking-knownst to me. Jean Hilliker and 
I split Madison in snow flurries. It worsened 
a few hours in. We crossed the Iowa border. 
The road froze. The snow turned to ice. My 
mother pulled over and bundled me in the 
backseat. Cars lost traction and brodied on 
the highway. Wheels slid on slick blacktop. 
Low-speed collisions multiplied. Fool driv- 
ers smoked their tires down to bare tread 
and skittered into cornfields. 

Jean Hilliker winked at me. I've got the 
moment shutter-stopped. She wore a tartan 


scarf over her hair and a brown overcoat. 
She pulled back onto the road. 

I watched. She chain-smoked as she 
maneuvered. She worked the pedals in 
her stocking feet and gained ground in low 
gear. Cars caromed, bumped and rolled 
backward all around us. Jean rode the slow 
lane and sliced mud with her right tires. Ice 
shards bombarded the windshield. Jean ran 
the defroster and melted the ice on contact. 
The car was steam-room hot. Jean ditched 
her overcoat. She wore a short-sleeved blue 
blouse underneath it. I noticed how pale 
and lovely her arms were. 

We skidded in and out of mud troughs. 
We clipped rural fence posts and sheared 
off our right rearview mirror. She gripped 
the steering wheel loosely and braced it 
with her left knee. She smoked cigarettes, 
white-knuckled. 

'The weather shifted. The ice mulched 
and set the road traversable. We turned 
into an auto court and got a room for the 
night. It featured timber walls inset with 
plaster molding. My mother found a string 
quartet on the radio. We were sweat soaked 
from her boffo play with the defroster. I 
showered first and put on pajamas. 

She felt different that night. Her Hilliker 
eyes were tight and gray-flecked some new 
way. She smiled and went "oops" every time 
she banged a mailbox. 

I pretended to sleep. She walked out ofa 
steam cloud and toweled herself off, naked. 
I slitted my eyes and memorized her body 
for the 10 zillionth time. She never hid her 
nakedness. She never flaunted it. She wasa 
registered nurse. She wanted me to ask her 
facts-of-life questions. She wanted to vouch 
her stance as an enlightened mother and 
the first Hilliker to attend college. I didn't 
want abstract responses. I wanted to know 
about Her and sex in an enticing manner 
with a mystical bent. 

I saw her in bed with men before. This 
geek Hank Hart was her first post-divorce 
squeeze. I got some of the mechanics down 
and stood back from the doorway. Hank 
Hart lost a thumb in a drill-press mishap. 
My mother lost the tip of one nipple to a 
post-childbirth infection. The other guy was 
a botched window view. I didn't get the close- 
ups or the male amputation. I skimmed the 
Bible and my dad's scandal rags for a sex- 
with-missing-body-parts parlay. I got adul- 
tery condemned and Sinuendo. I went back 
to eyeballing women for my answers. 

We cleared the storm zone the next day 
and turned right in Texas. I scoped out 
girls in passing cars and scratched my balls 
on the sly. My mother said we might move in 
February. She was hipped to a house in the 
San Gabriel Valley. Our gelt was running 
thin. We were splurging on cheeseburgers 
and rustic motels. The Buick slurped high- 
test gas through a four-barrel carburetor. 
We laid up in Albuquerque and went to a 
movie. It was a seagoing turkey called Fire 
Down Below. The stars: Robert Mitchum, 
Jack Lemmon and Rita Hayworth. 

I pointed to Hayworth's name on the 
screen. My mother glared at it. My dad went 
back with La Roja Rita. It predated his circa 
'40 hookup with Jean. Rita was half Anglo, 
half Mex aristocrat. My dad was working 
as a croupier in TJ. Виа father hired him 


to watchdog Rita and deter mashers. My 
dad told me he slipped Rita the schnitzel. 
I cannot verify this assertion. My dad did 
enjoy a long run as Rita’s chief stooge. Rita 
sacked his lazy ass, circa 50. Jean Hilliker 
won the War of the Rapture-Wrapped Red- 
heads. That meant she got her heavy-hung 
hubby's fast-buck jive full-time. 

They both sanitized their backstories and 
packed me with pap. I tracked a trail of the 
truth, post-parental mortem. Jean Hilliker 
hit L.A. in late 38. She won a beauty contest, 
tanked a screen test and returned to Chicago. 
She lived in a big pad with four other nurses. 
A beefy bull dyke ruled the roost. Jean got 
pregnant, tried to scrape herself and hemor- 
rhaged. A doctor chum undid the damage. 
She had an affair with him, dumped him and 
married a rich stiff. Marriage number one 
fizzled pronto. Jean remembered how good 
L.A. looked and caught a bus. A friend knew 
a ginch named Jean Feese. Jean F. was wed 
to a hunky drifter named Ellroy. 

They met and shacked up in my pre-war 
birthplace. My dad dumped Jean Number 
One. Jean Number Two got pregnant in 
'47. They got married in August. A trou- 
bled pregnancy foretold my rapturously 
troubled and memoir-mapped life. 

I never got Rita Hayworth. She was 
plucked, lacquered, varnished, injected and 
enhanced. She shitcanned my dad before 
the Hilliker-Ellroy marriage imploded. She 
was my dad's defaulting deus ex machina. 
He had a sweet deal with Rita. She blew 
it—not him. There were more sweet deals 
ahead. Other Ritas were out there. He 
could glom himself one. 

It was loser shtick. I was a seven-year- 
old predisposed to believe it. I heard it 
expressed plaintively, whiningly and disin- 
genuously. Jean Hilliker heard it shrieked, 
sobbed and bellowed—behind bedroom 
doors closed to me. She underestimated my 
ability to eavesdrop and extrapolate. She 
did not credit me with a knack for decoding 
sighs. She went at my father with restraint 
and less volume. I watched her sadness 
and fury build from the inside out. I never 
heard her say it. I watched her think it and 
suppress it from the outside in. 

You're weak. You live off of women. I won't let 
you take much more of me. 

I knew it was true—then. 

I sided with him—then. 

I hated her then. I hated her because he 
was me, and once he was gone I'd be alone 
with the breadth of my shame. I hated her 
because I wanted her in so many unspeak- 
able ways. I hated her because I knew that 
you lived for women then, as I know that 
you live for women now. My mother had 
expressed a moral distinction: You don't 
feed off women ever. 

My father made me his co-defiler. His 
mantra was "She's a drunk and a whore." 
I cravenly acceded to the dictum. He told 
me he had private eyes tailing my mother. 
I believed it then. I know it was hoo-ha now. 
It didn't matter then. Cherchez la femme. The 
imagined detectives led me to women. 

All solitary men were detectives. All male 
pedestrians were detectives. All men hid- 
ing behind newspapers were specifically 
tailing me. My dad employed at least one 

whole detective agency. An equal number 


of gumshoes were stalking my mother. 

My father was out discovering the next 
Rita Hayworth. He was tapping some 
unmentioned windfall. He scored the big 
bowl of bread that Sergeant Bilko and the 
Kingfish fell short of in pratfalls and greed. 
Private fuzz ran pricey. My dad loved me 
that much. A flatfoot fleet safeguarded me. 
Fleet Number Two tailed the round-heeled 
redhead to juke joints and hot-sheet motels. 
Moral turpitude was a tough sell. Kiddie- 
court judges usually sided with the mom. 
My dad had clout from his film-biz days. He 
had the lowdown on bribable Jew judges. 
He just slipped Perry Mason a fat retainer. 

That wowed me. I watched the Perry 
Mason show every week. My case might 
wind up on TV. 

My school was on Wilshire and Yale. 
My pad was off Broadway and Princeton. 
Santa Monica had semi-brisk foot traffic. I 
walked to school most days and dawdled 
home indirectly. My roaming range was 
two miles in circumference. Wilshire was 
dotted with cocktail caves and auto courts. 
I grooved the Broken Drum, the Fox and 
Hounds and the Ivanhoe. I loitered out- 
side and watched the detectives enter and 
split. I gave them perfunctory glances 
and shifted my gaze to any and all nearby 
women. I confirmed that my dad's goons 
were on the job and went wild with the 
adjoining scenery. 
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It's a 50-year-old blur in "508 film-process 
color. Some details remain ripe. I watch 
women enter rooms at the Ivanhoe. One 
woman is Italianate and picks at her stocking 
runs. Bus stops were good spots for repeat 
eyeball business. I saw the same detective at 
Santa Monica and Franklin several times. 
He was always chatting with a neighbor 
lady. She wore a dark-green dress one day 
and showed bocoo back. She told the man 
she worked in Beverly Hills. She carried a 
briefcase instead ofa purse. I placed her age 
at Jean Hilliker's age. She always smoked a 
last cigarette and dropped it ahead of the 
right-front bus wheel. 

I waited for her one evening. The west- 
bound bus dropped her across the street 
from the outgoing bus stop. I tailed her to 
a crib on Arizona. She opened the door and 
saw me. She gave me a schizy look and shut 
the door. I never saw her again. 

It was surveillance within surveillance. I 
breezed through coffee shops, used the can 
and breezed out. I entered lounge lairs ver- 
boten to children and eyeballed the bar. I 
saw women reflected in above-the-bar mir- 
rors. I saw women twirl ashtrays and look 
pensive. I saw women dangle low-heeled 
shoes off one foot. 

Samo High and Lincoln Junior High were 
close to my pad. Kids materialized on my 
block around 4:00 on school days. Boys and 
girls together. Older kids. The girls hugged 
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their schoolbooks and swerved their breasts. 
One girl rested her chin on her books and 
swayed as she walked. She always lagged 
behind the other kids. She was pale. She had 
long dark hair and wore glasses. She lived 
one courtyard over from me. I didn't know 
her name. I decided to call her Joan. 

I spied on her bungalow. I saw her read- 
ing a few times. She sat in an easy chair 
crossways and wiggled her feet. I studied 
her family life. Her dad wore a Jew beanie 
and doted on her. Mom favored the doltish 
kid brother. I have thought about Joan and 
prayed for Joan for 51 continuous years. I 
considered her a prophet then. I was cor- 
rect. A real-named Joan appeared 46 years 
later. She was a sure and separate fulfill- 
ment of that wish-named girl. 

Both Joans are gone now. The real- 
named Joan and I had two years together. 
She had stunning gray-streaked hair. It's 
been three years since I've seen her. I brood 
on her and talk to her in the dark. I heard 
she had a child. I wonder how much more 
gray has swirled through the black. 


XXXXX 
We made it back to L.A. on gas fumes and 
a buck-98. The Buick was paint pocked and 
minus that right mirror. I returned to my 
roamings and ruminations. Jean Hilliker 
went back to bourbon and Brahms and her 
nurse gig at Airtek Dynamics. 

I didn't think about the magic book or 
the Nazi chick and her aborted knob job. 
I didn't brew potions. I got pissed at my 
mother after church once. I told her to 
beware—my dad had hired Perry Mason 
to get custody of me. Jean Hilliker found 
this sidesplitting. She explained that Perry 
Mason was a TV fiction. Moreover: That 
beetle-browed actor's a swish. 

The old man kept bugging me to spy on 


my mother. He kept calling the crib and 
driving her batshit. She kept bringing up 
the move to the suburbs. 

She persisted, she insisted, she blathered, 
she cajoled, she lied. The suburbs: euphe- 
mism/propaganda/forked-tongue double- 
speak. The San Gabriel Valley was blast-oven 
exile. Renegade rednecks and waterlogged 
wetbacks. A shit-kicker Shangri-la. 

Of course, we moved there. 

Of course, she died there. 

Of course, I caused her death. 

Her body was found on June 22, 1958. 
Her murder brought me to crime. 

I throw myself at women and talk to them 
alone in the dark. They always speak back to 
me. They have convinced me of my guilt. 

We left right before Valentine's Day. I slid 
a card embossed with a big red heart under 
Joan’s door. I bought the real-named Joan 
a Valentine's card and a blouse 48 years 
later. We made love in a hotel suite and 
planned our wedding. 

Our union ended soon after. My stabs at 
friendship were clumsy and self-serving. 
I'm alone with Joan now. We speak every 
night. I'm watching her age and grow 
stronger. She's inside me with all of the oth- 
ers, each and every one distinct. 


1. 

My dad got me. He alleged fluke provi- 
dence. He didn't have to retain Perry 
Mason or bribe Jew judges. We were both 
relieved and gratified. My mother's mur- 
der went unsolved. I dodged the issue of 
my complicity and breezed through a sea- 
son of adult solicitude. Nobody blamed me. 
There, there. Isn't he brave and cute? 

Alas, no. 

'The Curse worked. Summer '58 unfurled 
smoggy and powder blue. I stalked girls at 
Lemon Grove Park. I stole a chemistry set, 


"I thought a drink might warm you up." 


mixed powders randomly and sweetened 
my potions with Kool-Aid. I watched the 
Criswell Predicts TV show devotedly. Criswell 
was a fruity guy with a cape. He foresaw the 
future and spoke portentously. He exempli- 
fied the shuck of self-confidence. I studied 
him and honed my act under his boob-tube 
spell. The Mighty Ellroy has decreed: You 
will drink this sacred elixir and disrobe! 

It didn't work. The caustic chemicals out- 
wafted the Kool-Aid. No girls put their lips 
to my cups. I dodged murder-one indict- 
ments again. Credit me with avant-garde 
panache: My shtick preceded the Jim Jones 
massacre by decades. 


I lived to read, brood, peep, stalk, skulk 
and fantasize. My reading focus zeroed in 
on kids' crime books and lingered there 
all summer. Rich kids from happy families 
solved murders. Ordered worlds got res- 
urrected, and nobody got too fucked-up. 
Formulaic pap. My sublimated dialogue on 
the Jean Hilliker snuff. Triage therapy that 
prepared me for Mickey Spillane. 

Mike Hammer was a chick magnet and a 
commie-snuff artiste. He pistol-whipped left- 
wingers and bit women's necks. He was duti- 
fully dichotomized. He brutalized bad men 
and saved virtuous women. Mike Hammer's 
quest became my moral credo. There was 
one major sticking point that vexed me. 

Not all women expressed virtue. Some 
women were shrill and usurious. One woman 
was really a man with an implied donkey dick. 
Society women were one-worlders and com- 
symps. Mike Hammer slapped bad women 
around. Mike Hammer shot the big-dick 
he/she in cold blood. I could not read those 
passages. I could not endure depictions of 
violence on women. The same dynamic held 
with TV and film fare. J could not see it. I had 
to shut my eyes. I banished injured women 
from my purview. I insisted that my maimed 
women remain off-page and offscreen. It 
was a bedrock of empathy within my overall 
kiddie-noir predation. 

Ravaged women brought me back to Her. 
Mental tenacity kept my guilt suppressed. I 
was a sex-crazed little boy before the death 
I mandated. Puberty boded. My hormones 
hosannaed. The stimulus of all women all 
the time forced me to contain the obsession. 
I started telling myself stories to rein it in. 

Savior-of-women fantasies. Romantic 
tableaux set against history. Mike Hammer 
sans misogynist text. 

I got hopped up on the Black Dahlia 
murder case. Starstruck girl hits L.A. and 
winds up severed and dumped. It's another 
unsolved woman snuff. It's L.A. 47, again 
in Sinemascope. 

I saved the Dahlia, alone in the dark. I 
killed her killer and resuscitated her with 
magic potions. I time traveled. I wasn't a 
skinny kid with emergent acne. I was Zach- 
ary Scott with that cool mustache and my 
dad's giant dick. The sexual mechanics 
were virgin-boy fantasia. A filtering process 
came and went and often shut down my 
narrative stream. I would see my mother 
in bed with Hank Hart. I would blot the 
image out and pray it away. 

I denied the Dahlia's martyred kinship with 
Jean Hilliker. A morbid subtext slammed me 


to Dahlialand. The same death-sense shocked 
me and boomeranged me to my present-day 
world. I created stirring unions with local 
girls and their mothers. 

I lived in a hotbox dive adjoining swank 
Hancock Park. Ritzy houses were arrayed 
in three directions. My dad and I owned a 
baleful beagle. She was my mother's 10th- 
birthday gift. She defied housebreaking. She 
turned our pad into a dog-dung demimonde. 
The scent socked itself in and accreted. I took 
the dog for long late-night walks and peeped 
Hancock Park windows. 

The girls went to posh private schools. 
They wore pastel uniform dresses by day 
and prepped-out civvies in the evenings. 
Madras shirtwaists and tartan kilts. Gingham 
button-downs inherited from big brothers. 
Sherbet-shade gowns for cotillions. 

I took the girls home with me and talked 
to them in the dark. They spoke back to me 
in candid whispers. I concocted kid stories 
suffused with social-class struggle and love- 
conquers-all elation. My girls were never stan- 
dard pretty or comely in prescribed ways. I 
was always looking for the physical flaw or 
distinction that marked gravity. I looked in 
window after window at face after face. I was 
looking for one face. There can be only one. 

Voyeur. Pious Protestant boy. Fatuous 
seeker. 

I took the girls home. Their mothers 
pushed me into walls, threw me down and 
had me. Their hunger was my hunger 
expressed through their haunted aggres- 
sion. They squeezed my face. Their hands 
hurt me. Our mouths clashed. Our teeth 
scraped. Our nakedness was blurred by 
a shutter-stop inside me. I was frail and 
unequal to their bounty. It scared me then. 
The roughness unhinged me. The absence 
of a narrative line left me weightless. I didn't 
know what it meant then. I'll ascribe meaning 
nou. They wanted me because I sensed who 
they were and went at them with that raging 
instinct. A dead woman fed me the knowl- 
edge. They were indistinguishable and each 
and every one unique. My moral intent was 
gender-wide and paid for in blood—frail 
boy bound credible and ghastly deep. 


Women were everywhere and nowhere. My 
dad hid his girlfriends. Our dog-shit dive 
deterred assignations there. I overheard his 
"Hey, baby" calls and inferred fuck-pad dates. 
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He had no family. Jean Hilliker's kin were 
back in Whipdick, Wisconsin. I went to school 
and church because I had to and because 
there were women there. It got me out of the 
dog den and into the fresh air. Human inter- 
action momentarily rewired my fantasy life. 1 
was forced to sit, listen and talk. Matriculation 
led me to second-rung obsessions. American 
history and classical music started tearing 
through my head. They momentarily fogged 
my al-women mind-set. I co-opted them fast. 
My woman-savior tales took on verisimilitude 
and topical oomph. Beethoven wrote me 
scores. Our rhapsodies outjuiced the Ninth 
Symphony and the late string quartets. 

I had to talk to people. All people scared 
me. Women and girls scared me much more 
than men and boys. I addressed all males 
with braggadocio undercut with tight-throat 
fear. I ducked my head, made provocative 
statements and cut in and out of discourse 
quick. I could not talk to females beyond 
non sequiturs. I flopped at talking to boys 
about girls. Their chat was too graphic, too 
uninformed and jejune without my puer- 
ile grandeur. I stayed pent-up into raging 
adolescence. I grew tall and stayed com- 
mensurately unbodied. A neighbor boy 
introduced me to masturbation. 1 discov- 
ered it astoundingly late. That fact expli- 
cates my mental predisposition and horror 
of real sex. I reinvested sex and postponed 
sex every time I saw a woman who might be 
The Other. I was a Scottish pastor's grand- 
son and the scion of farmers and clergymen 
who took to the bottle instead of the flesh. 
I would have it all in due time and nearly 
die from it. My mind and soul met my right 
hand at age 13. It all accelerated. Jean Hil- 
liker moldered in the backwash of fresh 
technique and constant stimuli. 

Junior high was high-octane. The Berlin 
Wall fracas almost took the world down. I 
craved the easy out of nuke devastation. 
Sublimated guilt drove me nihilistic. Han- 
cock Park girls saved me. I loved Cathy and 
Kay and stellar window faces seen. I yearned 
for mental monogamy. I wanted one image 
captured for endless consolation and sex. 

Cathy Montgomery was pure Hancock 
Park. Kay Olmsted was Hancock Park on 
a west-edge budget. The tall brunette. The 
shorter blonde with the hurricane-hurled 
hazel eyes. Villager shirtdresses for Cathy. 
A black beret for preppy beatnik Kay. 

I hoarded paper-route money and sent 
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them both big bouquets. It was my Summer 
62 D-day Assault. The D stood for “desper- 
ate” and “delirious.” I got blow-off/thank- 
you notes back. 

I snuck inside Cathy’s house and Kay’s 
house several years later. The notion to 
enter and prowl hadn’t occurred to me 
yet. I still send women flowers obsessively. 
My florist's bill for '07 was more than 10 
grand. I sent my married girlfriend six Gs' 
worth. Four Gs went to brief inamoratas. 
Alimony and floral gifts are tax deductions. 
I'm grateful for that. 

My teenage life stood in arrears. My acceler- 
ation was all internalized. I struggled through 
junior high and into senior high. I had shifting 
cliques of loser friends and no friends. I taped 
pictures of Beethoven over my bed and pon- 
dered our genius. He composed his greatest 
music for his "Immortal Beloved." Her iden- 
tity remained as mysterious as The Other for 
me. Beethoven understood my deep loneli- 
ness and sorrow. His deafness inspired vision- 
ary thoughts unknown to mortal men. My 
deafness was voluntary. Beethoven dug that. 
I often played the adagio of the Hammerkla- 
vier Sonata before I went peeping. Beethoven 
approved more than condemned the practice. 
Sometimes he'd scowl at me and shake his fin- 
ger. He never quite told me to grow up and 
pull my head out of my ass. 

I was deaf to the real world and any- 
thing that contradicted my monomaniacal 
private agenda. The 1960s social scene was 
pixelated newsprint and no more. I had my 
private agenda. It was sexual compulsion 
fueled by a terror of human contact and 
the forfeit of mental control. I could brood, 
peep, stalk, think and self-narrate. I could 
not act. I understood that conundrum in 
the moment. A conceit numbed the power 
of the revelation and pushed me further 
into a mystical state. I came to believe that 
certain women could read my aura and 
detect my prayerful condition. Fait accom- 
pli: Those women would find me. Our 
identical passion would then be unified. 

I peeped a dance party at Second and 
Irving. Cathy Montgomery lived two blocks 
west. The party vibed earthquake epicen- 
ter. It was fall '63. I had a vague sense that 
The Twist was dead. Yes and no—dig those 
middle-aged stiffs doing it now. 

Yes and no. The men were stiffs. The 
women weren't. The women married the 
stiffs and regretted it now. Every woman I 
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saw danced better than her male partner. 
There was more hip movement and less 
inhibition. There was a sense of gyration asa 
sexual substitute. They condescended to the 
silly music less and relinquished themselves 
to it more. It meant more to them because 
family duty had fizzled and Daddy-o was less 
than they thought. The dance party was a 
reprieve from the ennui and repressed ten- 
derness that would lead them to me. 

It was their brief look at the faux-lush 
world I inhabited routinely. I saw hope in 
what they’d given up for Hancock Park. I 
denied the substance of their lives past the 
gestalt of the Peppermint Twist. I sensed 
sweetly what career womanizers know cold: 
Female discontent is opportunity. 

The party lingered as an image bank. I 
roamed Hancock Park and saw a few of the 
women Га seen dancing. They were decon- 
textualized and still breathlessly deep. I 
corralled one woman's runaway dog. We 
talked for a few moments. I was 15. She 
was 45-ish. She looked like my future lover 
and still-close friend Catherine. 

The lightning-rod concept lingered. No 
for-real older women sought me out and 
proved it valid. Fall 63 extended. My dad 
had a severe stroke. I capitalized on his 
hospital stay, ditched school and ran wild. 

I stole PLAYBOY magazines, second-line 
stroke books and nudist-colony photo jobs 
that showed female pubic hair. I taped pic- 
tures all over the pad and tacked the Play- 
mate of the Month up beside Beethoven. 
I roamed, peeped, shoplifted and brooded 
dusk to dawn. 

My father came home from the hospital. He 
was needy and frail. It infuriated me. I had to 
remove all the skin pix. I considered reviving 
The Curse and decided against it. He was old. 
He'd be gone soon. I'd be free, white and 17. 


3. 
I woke up. I was naked, she was naked, I 
didn’t know where I was. 


We were under bedsheets. She was still 
asleep. I didn't know who she was. 

I rubbed my face. It felt like a four- 
day growth. I was clean-shaven at my last 
recollection. 

You sold blood plasma downtown. You 
hitchhiked to the beach. You met your pal 
Randy and started drinking. You argued 
with some hippies. You stood on the Pali- 
sades and fulminated. Your tory worldview 
appalled them. You stormed off then. 

Booze blackout—age 23. 

I was a fit 160. The woman weighed 
three bills easy. I looooved voluptuousness. 
My standards were permissive. These were 
curves I could not condone. 

A memory burst hit me. I still had nine 
bucks left from the blood bank. 

My clothes were on the bedside floor. My 
glasses and wallet were safe. Two 20s were 
tucked in the billfold. 

'The woman snored on. Maybe she paid 
me for it. That would mark a first. 

I got up, got dressed and stealth-walked 
out of the pad. Stairs led down to a ground- 
floor landing. I stepped outside. I was on 
Fell Street in San Francisco. 


Large Marge was the fourth. Keeping track 
was easy then. Susan was Number One. She 
was 29 to my 20. She needed a roof and 
fucked me in the spirit of revolution. She 
caught me jacking off on uppers the night 
RFK got shot. She defamed me as a perv, 
a bum lay and a fascist. She turned dyke 
for political reasons and the valid motive 
of inclination. 

Charlotte was Number Two. It was late 
'69. She was an affluent Palos Verdes girl on 
post-college hiatus. My booze-brave approach 
charmed her. She bought my great-writer-in- 
waiting act for three months and wised up. 
Her inclination: postpone sex for marriage to 
a real man. Why I got it: The era mandated 
premarital sex as an experiment. 


‘Td invite you in for a nightcap, but you're a total stranger 
walking by in the hallway." 


'The experiment tanked. She gave me a 
withering look and skedaddled. The look 
has since become familiar. It means, You've 
lied to me, and you're not who you think you are. 

Christine was Number Three. She was a zit 
freak more than a sex freak. We coupled in 
early 71 and hooked up periodically. Chris 
wasa poetess and a dermatologist manqué. My 
acne-assaulted back delivered her delighted. 
She studied cross-sections of the human der- 
mis for hours. She popped my pimples and 
examined the pus under a microscope. She 
lectured me on my cellular formation. 

My dad died in '65. I got kicked out of 
high school and psych-discharged from 
three months in the Army. I held down min- 
imum-wage jobs and flopped in dive hotels 
and parks. I shoplifted and full-time fanta- 
sized. The girls I loved and stalked were off 
in grad school or married to stiffs. They ful- 
filled the broken promise of their mothers at 
the dance party. I sensed their potential dur- 
ing my late- 60s housebreakings. Money and 
safety were horrible temptations. I knew it 
when I touched their things. They should 
have waited for me. I did lightweight jolts 
in the L.A. County jail system. I was too thin 
and was developing a chronic cough. 

Booze and dope regulated my fantasy 
life. The theme had only intensified. I 
remained consumed by women. It was 
pushing me toward insanity and death. 

Tenderness in no way marked my short 
liaisons. I grasped with suffocating force and 
trawled for the next enticing image with real 
women present. I couldn't let go of the hurt 
or stop telling myself stories. I couldn't stop 
looking at women and beseeching them to 
smash my stories and talk back to me. 

The only love I knew was pornography 
self-created. The only lovers I desired radi- 
ated a distrust of men that would always 
exclude me. I succumbed to HER and had 
her for a few dope-depraved seconds and 
spent weeks recoiled in repentance. Evil 
boy, piety lost, unredeemable searcher. 

The theme and the search had only inten- 
sified. The theme was as just as the search was 
deluded. Intensification was a sub-end in and 
of itself. A chemical provided the means. 

Propylhexedrine. An amphetamine solu- 
tion found in inhaler wads. Toxic cotton that 


you swallowed. An ever tappable source of 


self-created sex—until it destroys your 
health or kills you. A stealable drug sold over 
the counter. Guaranteed hyperalertness 
and extended masturbation. The search 
engine for seven years of my life. 

I consumed cotton wads in extreme quan- 
tity and prowled the streets that had enticed 
me since childhood. I knew all of the houses, 
many of the windows and the precise loca- 
tion of prior-seen faces. New windows 
alerted me to new women. I saw familiar 
faces older now and oddly grave. I retreated 
to hotel rooms and parks and got alone with 
them in the dark. I heard taunting voices 
in my head, noting the onset of psychoses. 
They accused me of inflicting The Curse 
and of unspeakably related transgressions. 
I stuffed cotton in my ears and heard the 
voices louder. I bolted my enclosed settings 
and walked to deflect the sound. I twitched, 
lurched and nakedly betrayed my mental 
state. People shied away from me. Women 
stared briefly and averted their eyes. I 


always tried to note their faces without scar- 
ing them. I know I always failed at this. 
Seven years. 
Of course, I didn’t die. God has always 
had a job for me. I'm the guy who survives 
and tells you the story. 


I met a woman in 73. We ran into each other 
at a coin laundromat. I was tailspinning as 
she was living upright. She was unaccount- 
ably kind to me. 

Her name was Marcia Sidwell. She was a 
year younger than I and worked as a reg- 
istered nurse. She wore glasses and had 
reddish-blonde hair. 

We had three conversations at one-week 
intervals. Marcia initiated the first. She was 
properly friendly and never flirtatious. I knew 
that she had surmised 
my outdoor lifestyle 
and that she didn't 
judge me unduly. I 
dredged up a sem- 
blance of decorum in 
an effort to sustain her 
acquaintance. 

Marcia spoke more 
than I did. We dis- 
cussed Watergate. 
Marcia thought my 
disdain for rock and 
roll was reflexive and 
peculiar. She had a 
somewhat dubious 
boyfriend. She was 
vexed by the general 
male reaction to her 
big breasts and com- 
mended me for not 
staring. She was not 
being coy or provoca- 
tive. I never men- 
tioned my red-haired 
nurse mother and her 
15-year-old death. 
Marcia had startlingly 
bright blue eyes. I 
showed her my grimy 
Beethoven bust. She 
touched my arm for a 
second. 

I showed up for a 
fourth chat. Marcia 
washed her clothes at 
the same time every 
week. I assumed that 
she'd pull up in her Volkswagen. 

She didn't show that day. I waited every day 
for a month. Marcia never showed up again. 

It devastated me. I figured I'd said or done 
something wrong or betrayed my acute disso- 
lution. My self-absorbed guilty-boy logic was 
entirely specious. Marcia found a laundromat 
closer to home or opted for some other con- 
venience. Our acquaintanceship meant the 
world to me and not much to her. 

She told me who she was and treated me 
justly. I wish I could have done something 
stunningly bold in return. 


HUUU LAKIN 1894 


The San Gabriel Valley, March 58. The 
moment I always loop back to. The moment 
I always reinhabit and write toward. The 
moment I took fate by the throat. 


FULL ACCESS 


UP CLOSE AND PERSONAL WITH THE STARS OF THE HIT TV SERIES 


She sat me down on the couch. She laid 
out a line of shit pertaining to my rite of 
passage. You're a young man now. You're old 
enough to choose. Would you rather live with 
your dad or with me? 

I said, “My dad.” 

She hit me. 

I fell off the couch and gouged my head 
on a glass coffee table. Blood burst out of the 
cut. I called her a drunk and a whore. She 
knelt down and hit me again. A shutter-stop 
blinked for her. She covered her mouth and 
pulled away from it all. 

Blood trickled into my mouth. I recalled 
the book, I issued The Curse, I summoned 
her dead. She was murdered three months 
and 16 days later. She died at the apex of 
my hatred and equally burning lust. 

Her crime was passionate and thus forgiv- 
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able. My punishment was callous and pre- 
meditated. She inflicted her own damage and 
repented in true haste. I parceled my rage 
and mystically summoned a killer. We are as 
one in our hunger and rectitude. I owe her for 
every true thing that I am. I must remove The 
Curse I have placed on her and on myself. I 
must revoke her status as The Other. 


4. 

Home again. 

I returned to L.A. in '06. I spent 25 years 
in points north and east and plowed a 
return course. Two divorces and a crack-up 
were part of it. My survival sense played in. 
Joan dumped me in San Francisco. A mar- 
ried woman I'd met for two seconds last 
year lived in L.A. That ghost of a chance 
pushed me the rest of the way. 


GET NEXT TO THE 
GIRLS NEXT DOOR 


Here's an exclusive look ат е 
Inside the Playboy Mansion 
with the three women who 
know It best: Holly, Bridget and 
Kendra—Hugh Hefner's live-in 
girlfriends and stars of E's hit 
serles THE GIRLS NEXT DOOR. 
This behind-the-scenes 
companion to the hit TV show 
offers an Insider's peek at the 
extraordinary Ilves of Hef's 
three girlfriends. 


Full of Information from and 
Interviews with the Girls, this 
book features never-before- 
seen Images, all new 
commentary and three unique 
perspectives on life In the 
ultimate bachelor pad. Packed 
with tons of four-color photos 
and written with exclusive 
Insider access, thls Is your 
chance to get next to your 
favorite Girl Next Door. 


256-page hardcover 7.5” x 
9.75” book. 530. Order now! 
Shop at www.PlayboyStore.com 
Receive 15% discount on all 
orders of $100 or more 

Enter Promo Code at check-out: 


The film version of The Black Dahlia was 
out. It was a critical and box-office dud 
and a paperback smasheroo. My publisher 
scheduled a reading at Skylight Books in 
East Hollywood. 

I looked good and felt good and tingled 
with I’m Back! resurgence. Spirits were 
nudging me. Marcia Sidwell was on my 
mind in a big way. She came and went with 
insouciance. I never knew why. 

I'd made stabs at finding her and always 
came up short. I spent dough on private 
eyes and deployed my cop pals. I wanted to 
see her and say thank you. I wanted to do 
something costly and large. Maybe she had 
a sick kid who needed my spare kidney. 

Skylight was packed. I counted 200 peo- 
ple. A full third were female. A bookstore 
guy introduced me. My fans went nuts. 

I walked to the lec- 
tern. I thought: Fuck 
it, let's try. 

I said, "Stop me 
now. It's going to my 
head. I need a strong 
woman to tame me 
with her love and 
walk all over me in 
high black boots." 

My fans dug it. A 
few women whistled. 
I read from my book, 
took questions and 
repeated the line 
four times. Get it? Im 
scrounging affection. 

It was a knockout 
performance by my 
own exalted stan- 
dards. I signed books 
for the folks after- 
ward. Seven women 
slipped me their 
phone numbers. 

I called three of 
them. We had dinner 
dates on consecutive 
evenings. I told them 
I was between obses- 
sions and needed a 
friend. Is that offensive 
to you? 

All three were 
delighted. Instant 
intimacy evolved. 
The anticipation and 
hope were softer and 
weightier than the acts. 

I gave another reading the following 
week. I was played out and boffo irregard- 
less. The married woman hadn't called me. 
I brooded on her incessantly. I stretched 
out on my bed and talked to her. Beethoven 
glowered above me. 

'The bookstore crowd dispersed. I walked 
back to my car, dead-ass tired. I noticed a 
woman at a sidewalk cafe. 

She was the right age. She had simi- 
lar glasses and coloring and identical 
deportment. 

I caught her eye and said, "Marcia?" 

She blinked and said, “No.” 


With undimmed force: so women will 


love me. 
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SARA JEAN UNDERWOOD IS A BIG-SCREEN BEAUTY 

In Miss March, Eugene Bell (played by Zach Cregger, left) and Tucker Cleigh (Trevor Moore) take a road trip to the Playboy Mansion. Why? 
They are guys. What's the movie's actual setup? It’s complicated. Anyway, Cleigh, a hapless lothario, meets PMOY 2007 Sara Jean Underwood 
and tries to woo her. What approach does he take? The old “I love your little dog” line. What happens? It's complicated. Go see the flick. 


BODY BY PLAYMATE 


This is the 30-year-old face of Vitamins by Stacy. Yep, she looks 
as if she’s 23 because she knows how to take care of herself and 
now her secret is out. Miss February 1999 Stacy Fuson started 
taking vitamins regularly when she became a Playmate and has 
been looking for the perfect formula ever since. After talking to 
nutritionists and 
using herself as a 
guinea pig she 
launched her line of 
A vitamins early this 

ITAMINS ' . year. All her prod- 
qus — | ucts are capsules or 

= /, soft gels, which, 
AAA compared with tab- 
| lets, are easier for 

the body to absorb. 
“I decided to create 
my vitamins to help 
people look young- 
er, feel better and 
live longer," Stacy 
says. Playmates 
Jennifer Walcott, 
Alison Waite and a 


DID YOU 
KNOW 


Miss March 1987 
with Climate Rush for a nonviolent envi- 
ronmental protest at Heathrow Airport. 


few of our male 
staffers are already 
happy customers. 
Go to vitaminsby 
stacy.com to shop. 


sat PMOY 1982 
Gene Simmons are relaunching the 15 married to Sevendust's Morgan Rose, 
Simmons Records music label. appeared on E!'s THS: Rock Wives. 


Want to SEE MORE PLAYMATES—or more of 
these Playmates? You can check out the Club at 


club.playboy.com and access the mobile-optimized 
site www.playboy.com from your phone. 


and Miss October 2002 who 


When PMOY 1997 


was asked 

how she keeps 
her stunning fig- 
ure, she replied, 
"Spending 12 
hours a 

day in 
heels 

keeps 


U me in 


shape. When I'm 
not modeling 1 
go to the gym 
and do cardio 
work, but nothing 
beats the high- 
heel workout!" 


DASHA IS ONE 
OF LES FEMMES 
IN NIKITA 


Plenty of girl groups 
trade on sexuality and 
lust but play coy about 
it when talking to the 
media. Miss January 
2009 Dasha Astafieva’s 
NikitA is not that type 
of group. In an inter- 
view with AskMen 
.com Dasha (right) said 
NikitA is not as *sweet 
as the Spice Girls." 
Dasha also said she 
and her partner, Julia, 
dress like twins to 
exude an "aggressive 
sexual energy." They 
call NikitA's sound 
“pop-electro sexy- 
style." Since we don't 
speak Ukrainian, we 
can't attest to the sug- 
gestiveness of their lyr- 
ics, but their videos 
sure do make good on 
the idea of sexy-style. 


MIMDGAME #8 


| t 


9 
Ny 


` MU FAVORITE PLAYMATE 


BY RO) 


JB HUEBEI 


“My favorite Playmate is Miss 


June 1954 


I 


think it’s obvious why. She’s all 
business, chatting it up on the 
phone. She’s like, ‘Oh, are we 


J 
4 
w, 


doing a nude photo 
shoot? Because no 
one told me, and now 
Pm on the phone!’ 
Then into the phone 
she says, ‘Hold on, 
Barb. ГП have to 
call you back! Okay, 
Barb, that’s great. I 
gotta go. I’m hanging 
up now.' The point 
is: naked lady + tele- 
phone - sexy." 


OFF-BROADWAY BABY 


Miss November 1973 Monica 
Tidwell has produced her first off- 
Broadway play, Mindgame. Billed 
as a comic psycho-thriller, Mind- 
game starred Tony Award nomi- 
nee Keith Carradine (pictured) as 
the doctor at a deranged asylum. 
The production was staged at the 
SoHo Playhouse. 


At the Victoria's Secret 
fashion show Brody Jen- 
ner couldn't keep his eyes 
or lips off PMOY 2008 
It looks 

like love. They met a 
couple of years ago at a 
Playboy Mansion party 
and have been insepara- 
ble of late. Jenner even 
recently had Jayde on 
his reality game show, 
Bromance. Jayde's job 
was to grill contestants 
vying to be Jenner's 


new friend (seriously, if Jayde weren't 
on, we wouldn't watch). The guy who fared best 
in the challenge shared a hot tub with Jayde and 


Miss October 2008 


u. PMOY 1994 


(in Herve Leger by Max Агпа, if 
you're curious) joined her man, Jim Carrey, at the 
premiere of his latest movie, Yes Man. When asked 
if there were wedding plans for the pair in the future, 
Jenny answered, "To us it's a little bit more romantic 
not to tie the knot, because we're together strictly 


eat him up without his 
being my husband.“ 
Miss August 2004 
co-hosted The 
Loose Cannons with 
Vic "the Brick" Jacobs 


because we want to be 
“ and not because some- 
one has a certificate 
that says so. I love the 
fact that I want to just 
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and Mychal Thompson on KLAC Sports Radio 570.... 


Miss August 2008 


attended a Marines 


Toys for Tots pickup in L.A. 


PLAYBOY 


30-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


WHICH DECADE IS YOUR FAVORITE? CHECK OUT EVERY PAGE OF EVERY PLAYBOY 
MAGAZINE FROM 1953 THROUGH 2009 ON FULLY SEARCHABLE DVD-ROMS 


For the first time, every single issue in one searchable digital archive! Don’t miss your 
chance to own these collector's-edition box sets—one for each decade. With every issue 
of Playboy ever published—all the stories and interviews and of course, every beautiful 
photo, in one complete collection. Each collector's box set also comes with a 200-page 
coffee-table book edited by P/ayboy's founder. Sign up now to be the first to get the Cover 
to Cover box sets for every decade. Includes the powerful Mac- and PC-compatible Bondi 
Reader, which allows you to search and view every page quickly and easily. 


(plus $8.95 shipping and handling). 
Save more than $50 off the list price of $100 on your first volume x Receive every issue 
published in the 1950s * Full-color coffee-table book x Reissue of first edition featuring 
Marilyn Monroe (a $25 value). 


Review the introductory collector's box set for 30 days. If you're not satisfied, return the set with no further obligation. If you keep it, you'll 
receive a new Playboy Cover to Cover box set approximately every six months for $69.95 for each volume plus $8.95 shipping and handling per 
shipment. There's no minimum to buy. You may cancel future shipments at anytime by calling customer service. 


IHE PLAYBOY FORUM 
OUR NEW PROHIBITION 


RIDICULOUS COPYRIGHT LAWS HAVE 
CREATED AN ENTIRE GENERATION OF LAWBREAKERS 


BY LAWRENCE LESSIG 


of a lesson the United States learned and then 

quickly forgot: the uselessness and harmfulness 
of wars of prohibition. Fourteen years after launching 
an extraordinary social experiment inspired by the 
feminist-founded temperance movement and encour- 
aged by progressives of every sort, America gave up on 
the legal prohibition of “intoxicating liquors." After the 
country suffered an enormous rise in public corruption 
and organized crime, as well as a striking decline in 
the protection of civil rights, right-thinking sorts rec- 
ognized that the costs of that war were wildly greater 
than any of its benefits. 

Not that addiction to alcohol wasn't a harm. And not 
that it wasn't a harm worth fighting. But after enor- 
mous social loss with little public return, America rec- 
ognized it would have to be through means other than 
government regulation that we would save the souls of 
the wets of America. Reformers can dream, but the law 
lives in the real world. 

In the 75 years since this lesson was first learned, 
we've waged at least two other hopeless wars of pro- 


Т: past December marked the 75th anniversary 


hibition. The bloodiest of these has been the war on 
drugs. The most recent has been the war against “p2p,” 
or peer-to-peer, piracy—what some in the industry call 
the copyright wars or what the late Jack Valenti, for- 
mer head of the Motion Picture Association of America, 
called his own "terrorist war," in which apparently the 
terrorists are our children. 

Over the past decade, copyright extremists have been 
waging an ever more vicious war against our kids in the 
name of preserving the sanctity of copyrights. They 
have succeeded in getting the law strengthened at least 
a dozen times. The Recording Industry Association of 
America has filed lawsuits against more than 35,000 
people since 2003. 

Universities have begun policing their networks and 
expelling kids who violate antipiracy policies as a way of 
avoiding even greater pressure from the industry. And 
countries around the world are now experimenting 
with a three-strikes policy for Internet access—violate 
copyright rules three times and your Internet connec- 
tion will be shut off, permanently. 

Though I oppose both the war on drugs and the war 


against p2p piracy, my opposition has 
nothing to do with a love of drugs or 
support for the violation of copyright 
laws. In this respect, I'm a two-time 
teetotaler. I am against the abuse of 
any addictive drug (especially added 
sugar), and I don’t support the 
use of peer-to-peer file sharing 
to violate the rights of artists. 
Instead, my opposition to both 
wars comes from a basic com- 
mitment to regulatory pragma- 
tism. And in my view, regulators 
would be wise to learn to be a bit 
more humble about the effec- 
tiveness of their trade. 

An important test for whether 
a certain law should exist is 
whether that law will work—not 
because we shouldn't clutter the 
law books with useless or inef- 
fective regulation but because a 
culture swimming in laws that 
are not respected is a culture 
that breeds contempt for the law 
and for the rule of law. 

That is precisely what is hap- 
pening with our kids. In the 
decade since we began to wage 
this copyright war, we have not 
reduced peer-to-peer file shar- 
ing. It has only increased. We 
have not reduced the class of 
kids engaging in behavior they know 
to be wrong. We have only caused that 
class to grow, as more people know 
the behavior is illegal and engage in 
it nonetheless. | 


Strictly speaking, it's illegal to download songs or smoke a blunt, 
blah, blah, blah. It's easy enough to get around the law, so who 


cares? You should, bro. In their des- 
perate efforts to enforce copyright, 
corporations are enlisting all sorts of 
people and institutions as de facto 
police. Somehow these corporate 
entities have strong-armed univer- 
sities into becoming not just narcs 
but hit men working hand-in-hand 
with the industry and using invasive 
techniques to help achieve industry 
goals. (Think we're exaggerating? 
Look at this statement from the 
University of Michigan's policy page 
on copyright: "The University has 
two responsibilities: enforcement 
and education.") A university can- 
not foster an environment of open- 
ness, of scholarly skepticism, of 
intellectual agnosticism, when it is 
simultaneously policing its students 
on behalf of the Man. Then there 


FORUM 


Measured along any dimension of 
success, this war has been a failure: 
Artists don't have more money, busi- 
nesses haven't had a clear set of rules 
to compete against, and a whole gen- 
eration of children has been raised 
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Peer-to-peer file sharing can't be legislated away. 


to think the law is an ass—and an ass 
that is to be ignored. 

If there were no other way for us to 
achieve the objectives of copyright 
laws, perhaps those who are waging 


WHY IT MATTERS 


this war would have a valid argu- 
ment. If there were any sort of evi- 
dence that this war was actually doing 
more good than harm, maybe the war 
would have a point. 

But after 10 years of failure, with 
literally millions of people living 
outside the law, it is time for our 
policy makers to recognize that 
the world of fantasy politics that 
Hollywood has encouraged 
should come to an end. | 

Congress should move on to 
the task of remaking the copy- 
right system in order to make 
sense of digital technologies, not 
fight them. It should at a mini- 
mum completely deregulate 
amateur remixing, as well as 
establish a collective license to 
compensate artists for peer-to- 
peer file sharing. 

And while it ıs at it, Congress 
should also radically increase 
the efficiency of the current 
copyright regime by requiring 
rights holders to at least help 
keep clear the records of who 
owns what. These changes 
would help us build a system in 
which artists actually get paid, 
rather than one that simply ren- 
ders our kids criminals. 


Lessig is professor of law at Stanford Uni- 
versity Law School and author of Remix: 
Making Art and Commerce Thrive in the 
Hybrid Economy. 


are the sports leagues and other employers testing for recreational 
drugs: Why should the NFL do the work of the DEA? The more law 


enforcement duties are outsourced 
like this, the closer we come to re- 
sembling places like East Germany, 
to becoming an informant culture, a 
nation of snitches and spies. And for 
what? Three quarters of Americans 
think the drug war is a mistake. Mil- 
lions of kids vote for copyright reform 
with their keyboards on a nightly ba- 
sis. The government and legal system 
are supposed to be an embodiment of 
us; we are definitely not all supposed 
to become freelance cops patrolling 
the land of the free. Just ask cops 
themselves—10,000 police, prosecu- 
tors, judges and federal agents who 
have worked on the front lines of the 
drug war protest its continuation via 
the organization Law Enforcement 
Against Prohibition. They know why it 
matters, and so should you. 


The 55 Most Important People in 
Sex, a list that appeared in our January 
anniversary issue, iain: m many passion- 
ate reactions from readers—so many, we 
didn’t have room for them all in Dear 
Playboy. Although we are not easily dis- 
suaded from the wisdom of our rankings, 
we appreciate everyone who responded. 


Your list pisses me off. It has far too 
many pinups who achieved fame because 
of some Svengali rather than their own 
initiative. Where is Simone de Beauvoir, 
who almost single-handedly led French 
feminism in the 1960s and 1970s with- 
out being a prude like Gloria Steinem 
(47)? How about researcher Shere Hite 
or Patrick Califia (Macho Sluts), the most 
prolific sexual theorist since Beauvoir? 
Anais Nin wrote Delta of Venus in the 
1940s but made the decision to publish 
it in the 1970s, when it had the great- 
est impact. Where is sex-toy pioneer 
Joani Blank or Pauline Réage, author 
Of Story of O? Advice columnist Dan Sav- 
age deserves a spot. And for literature's 
sake, you should have honored Terry 
Southern, more for Blue Movie than 
Candy. I do like the many scientists and 
inventors; more people will be amazed 
to know their achievements. The real 
question is, Whom does one have to 
sleep with to get on the list? 

Susie Bright 
Santa Cruz, California 

Bright is author of The Sexual State of 

the Union and X: The Erotic Treasury. 


and his best sex novel. 


While your list is a valiant effort, it's 
incomplete without Margo St. James, 
a pioneer in the battle for prostitutes' 
rights who began her crusade after 
being busted for prostitution, in 1962. 
Whether she actually was a hooker is 
irrelevant because as long as police can 
harass a woman on the street because 
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From the list (clockwise from top left): Marilyn (5), Fleming (45), Jong (25), Rock (2), Hef (3), 
Talese (51), Madonna (10), Kinsey (1), the Stones (7), Lewinsky (6), Elvis (14) and Dr. Ruth (13). 


they believe she looks like a hooker, they 
can hassle any woman. In 1973 St. James 
founded COYOTE (Call Off Your Old 
Tired Ethics) and continues to fight for 
the decriminalization of sex work. 

Paul Krassner 

Venice, California 

Krassner is author of the forthcomin 

Who's to Say What's Obscene? Politics, Cub 
ture and Comedy in America Today. 


Besides his work promoting the pill, 
Dr. John Rock (2) should be recog- 
nized for another of his achievements: 
In 1944 he became the first scientist to 
fertilize a human egg outside the body. 
Thanks in part to his innovations, we 
now have reproduction without sex 
and sex without reproduction. 

Margaret Marsh 
Camden, New Jersey 

Marsh is the author, with Wanda Ronner, 
of The Fertility Doctor: John Rock and the 
Reproductive Revolution. 


A far more important figure in the 
gay rights movement than Anita Bryant 
(23) is Evelyn Hooker, a psychologist at 
UCLA who, in the 1950s, challenged 
the prevailing belief that homosexual- 
ity was a mental illness. For one study 
Hooker matched 30 gay and 30 straight 


men, put them through a battery of 
tests and presented the results to three 


judges who had no idea who was gay. 


The judges found no psychological dif- 
ference between the groups—in fact, 
some of the gay men appeared better 
adjusted than some of the straight ones. 
Hooker's research laid the foundation 
for the 1973 decision by the American 
Psychiatric Association to drop homo- 
sexuality from its manual of disorders. 

Neil Miller 

Medford, Massachusetts 

Miller, who teaches journalism at Tufts, is 

author of Out of the Past: Gay and Lesbian 
History From 1869 to the Present. 


It's ridiculous Bettie Page is not men- 
tioned. She ruled men's magazines in the 
1950s despite competition from Norma 


Jeane and Europeans perceived as bra- 


zenly sexual—Gina Lollobrigida, Bri- 
gitte Bardot (18) and Sophia Loren. At 
that time, we had no idea Bettie would 
become so special, but she reappeared 
in the 1980s with the “discovery” of 
four-by-five glossy nudes shot on living- 
room carpets and motel beds. Her new 
fans were artists and fashion designers, 
followed by a horde of young people who 
saw what we had failed to notice: that 
this sexual rebel was not only gorgeous 


but authentic, unpretentious 
and joyous. Bettie worked in 
media defined as smut, and 
polite society considered her 
trash, but she prevailed and 
became one of the most popular pinups 
the world has ever known. 
Jim Silke 
Woodland Hills, California 
Silke, a noted comics artist, is author of 


Bettie Page Rules! 


If I may be so bold, I belong on your 
list. I created the now quaint practice of 
“phone sex" and fought all the way to the 
U.S. Supreme Court for its right to exist. 
I also contributed to the rise of "celebrity 
skin" when, during my 14 years at High 
Society, we published nudes of Suzanne 
Somers, Margot Kidder, Ann-Margret 
and Barbra Streisand. Finally, a few of 
my observations, such as “The difference 
between erotica and pornography is the 
lighting," have been memorialized in col- 
lections of notable quotes. 

Gloria Leonard 
Kona, Hawaii 

Leonard, a former porn actor, served two 
terms as president of the Free Speech Coali- 
tion (freespeechcoalition.com). 


The failure to include John Holmes or 
Ron Jeremy in your fabulous 55 shows 


Leading men: 


a shocking lack of awareness about their 
importance to males all over the world. 
The King (Holmes) is awesome proof 
that all men aren't created equal. And 
if the Hedgehog (Jeremy) can get laid, 
there is hope for the rest of us. 

Bill Margold 

Northridge, California 

Margold is director of the PAW Founda- 

tion (pawfoundation.org), which provides 
assistance to members of the adult industry. 


Masters and Johnson at 15? That 
ranking is far too low. After centuries 
of male-dominated religious cant and 
psychological conjecture, their research 
underlined the power of female sexual- 
ity. The sociological surveys by Alfred 
Kinsey (1) prompted much discussion, 
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but people often lie about their sex lives, 
so these types of results can be mislead- 
ing. Medicine and science demand 
empirical evidence, and society is slow 
to react until that is provided. 

'Thomas Maier 

East Northport, New York 

Maier is author of Masters of Sex, a new 

biography of Masters and Johnson. 


Where is Edwin Land, inventor of the 
Polaroid SX-70 instant camera, which 
debuted in 1972? Who among us has 
not used this miraculous technology to 
photograph a nude partner (or two) and 
rediscover the shots years later in a shoe 
box in the closet? Speaking of polarizing, 
including Madonna (10) is nuts. True, 
she has blown a bottle on camera. But 
that parlor trick aside, a sizable portion 
of the population has never bothered to 
spend time navigating her narcissism. 

Jack Boulware 
San Francisco, California 

Boulware is author of Sex, American Style 
and a forthcoming oral history of punk rock 
in the Bay Area. 


It's odd you include only a handful of 
film-industry names. For example, dur- 
ing the 1950s directors Elia Kazan and 
Otto Preminger pushed the Production 
Code toward its grave, with the final 
nail being driven by Jack Valenti of the 
Motion Picture Association of America 
when, in 1966, he established the rat- 
ings system. On the legal front I would 
replace Justice Potter Stewart (40) with 
William J. Brennan Jr., whose defini- 
tion of obscenity in the 1957 decision 
Roth v. United States (1.e., its “dominant 
theme taken as a whole appeals to the 
prurient interest" and it's "utterly with- 
out redeeming social importance" to the 
"average person, applying contemporary 
community standards") set in motion 
major legal changes to free expression. 

Jody Pennington 
Aarhus, Denmark 

Pennington, professor of media and culture 
at the University of Aarhus, is author of The 
History of Sex in American Film. 


I would swap Danni Ashe (49) and 
Timothy Berners-Lee (8). Although 
Berners-Lee invented the Web, Ashe 
played a DD-size role in bringing sex to 
the medium. I would also replace Philip 
Roth (34) with Betty Friedan, author 
Of The Feminine Mystique, and J. Edgar 
Hoover (50) with former senator J. James 


Exon (D-Neb.), who, in the 
mid- 1990s, led the ultimately 
doomed battle to criminalize 
online transmission of “inde- 
cent" material. 

Frederick Lane 

Burlington, Vermont 

Lane is author of Obscene Profits, The 

Decency Wars and the forthcoming Ameri- 
can Privacy: The 300-Year History of Our 
Most Contested Right. 


You should have included Richard 
Loving and Mildred Jeter, the interracial 
couple at the center of the 1967 Supreme 
Court case that struck down race-based 
restrictions on marriage. And what 
about Hollywood's first African Ameri- 
can sex symbol, Dorothy Dandridge, 
and Motown's sexual healer, Marvin 
Gaye? And who better to represent the 


The incomparable 


AIDS era than Dr. AMK. Reddy, whom 
The New York Times called the Leonardo 
da Vinci of condom design? 

David Slocum 

New York, New York 

Slocum, a media historian, is author of 

Rebel Without a Cause: Approaches to a 
Maverick Masterwork. 


Your list ignores the influence of Afri- 
can American sexual culture. The black 
power movement was intertwined with a 
celebration of black male prowess (think 
Richard Roundtree), and hip-hop's 
sexual (and frequently sexist) swagger 
(represented by LL Cool J) later became 
the erotic lingua franca of young people 
of all races. You could also have included 
Harry Belafonte, who made it acceptable 
for white women to fantasize about black 
men, leading to the birth of our first black 
president (or so Barack Obama obliquely 
suggests in Dreams From My Father). 

Daniel Radosh 
Brooklyn, New York 
Radosh blogs at radosh.net. 


John Money, who ran the Psychohor- 
monal Clinic for nearly half a century at 


Johns Hopkins, belongs in 
the top 10. He developed the 
concepts of gender identity 
and gender roles, which are 
major parts of modern sexual 
science, and also did groundbreaking 
work on paraphilia, transsexualism and 
hermaphroditism. As for your rankings, 
I would demote Monica Lewinsky (6) 
and Madonna and promote Dr. Mary 
Calderone (37) and Lenny Bruce (46). 

June Reinisch 

New York, New York 

Reinisch is director emeritus of the Kinsey 

Institute, executive director of loveandhealth 
se and director of acquisitions and new 
exhibitions at the Museum of Sex. 


I am pleased to see the list includes 
Justice William O. Douglas (33), who 
dissented in Miller v. California, the 1973 
decision mandating that obscenity be 
determined by “local community stan- 
dards." That snare still catches adult film- 
makers who can't tell if what they post 
online is legal where it's being viewed. 

Susan Wright 
Baltimore, Maryland 

Wright represents the National Coalition 

for Sexual Freedom (ncsfreedom.org ). 


I am disappointed you didn't include a 
prostitute such as Xaviera Hollander or 
a stripper such as Dita Von Teese. Does 
being "sexy" (e.g., Bo Derek, 20; Farrah 
Fawcett, 24) warrant more respect than 
shamelessly making sex your life's work? 

Annie Sprinkle 
San Francisco, California 

Sprinkle is a Der prostitute and porn 

star turned sexologist (anniesprinkle.org). 


burlesque and fetish star. 


If I had a quibble with the list (and isn't 
that the point?), it would be the empha- 
sis on celebrity. Madonna, Bo, Farrah and 
Pamela Anderson (29) are more titillating 
than Estelle Griswold (19), but who really 
changed sex? Did Howard Stern (16) give 
us anything we could use? Same for Lenny 
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We love sex, we hate sex. 


Bruce and Rudi Gernreich (55) and his 
rarely worn monokini. They may have 
shattered taboos, but it's a long way from 
that frontier to the American bedroom. 
James R. Petersen 
Chicago, Illinois 
Petersen, a contributing editor to the 
magazine, is author of The Century of Sex: 
Playboy's History of the Sexual Revolution. 


Vladimir Nabokov's Lolita seems both 
spectacularly right and spectacularly 
wrong as a reason to include him as the 
highest-ranked fiction writer on your 
list (22). The sex in the novel is meant 
to be more turnoff 
(coercive sex with 
a 12-year-old) than 
turn-on. However, 
Nabokov was always 
original and unpre- 
dictable on the topic 
of sex, including in 
his or his characters' 
ideas and descriptions 
(“Blest be my first 
sweet love, a child in 
an orchard, games of 
exploration—and her 
outspread five fingers 
dripping with pearls 
of surprise," Look at 
the Harlequins!, 1974). 
His "sexiest" novel is 
Ada, from which rrAvBov published an 
excerpt in December 1968. 

Brian Boyd 
Auckland, New Zealand 

Boyd is author of five books on Nabokov, 
including (with Paul Grant) the forthcoming 
Lolita: A Biography. 


as 


You overlooked two important peo- 
ple. In the 1950s Albert Ellis galloped 
ahead of the revolution by declaring 
that a deeply conflicted America viewed 


sexuality as simultaneously 
appalling and appealing. 
The unfortunate effect is 
widespread sexual imagery 
that offers titillation without 
sex ed or savoir faire. Second is Patient 
Zero—the individual believed to have 
introduced HIV to North America, 
probably in the 1960s via Haiti. The 
disease forced a radical change in the 
public discourse about sex and forced 
doctors, politicians and journalists to 
give voice to gays and lesbians. 

Martha Cornog 

Timothy Perper 

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

Cornog, a former librarian, is author of 

The Big Book of Masturbation. Perper, a 
biologist, writes about sexuality and love. 


Our compliments on the list—it rec- 
ognizes the diversity of those who have 
influenced the world of sex. Did you con- 
sider Joycelyn Elders, who was fired by 
Bill Clinton as surgeon general for her 
stance in support of masturbation? Per- 
haps if masturbation hadn't been such a 
contentious issue for the president, his 
intern wouldn't be among the 55. 

Sarah Jacobs 
New York, New York 
Jacobs is curator of the Museum of Sex. 


Where's Candida Royalle, who was 
years ahead of her time in making porn 


in the 1968 futuristic sex romp. 


for women? I get how Farrah and Bo 
broke ground, but if they're in, so is Jane 
Fonda in Barbarella. You would think 55 
would be a large enough number for this 
type of exercise, but I guess it's not. 
Jamye Waxman 
New York, New York 
Waxman, president of Feminists for Free 
Expression, blogs at jamyewaxman.com. 


E-mail via the web at letters.playboy.com. Or write: 
730 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10019. 


To determine your porn- 
star name, take your first 
pet's name and add the 
street you grew up on. 
Grapevine's would be 
Chauncey Glen, which is 
okay but not great. What's 
NIKKI СОХ5 porn-star 
name? We don't know 
anything about her pet or 
street, but we're pretty 
sure it's just Nikki Cox. 


Heidi Klum, Adriana Lima, Alessandra 
Ambrosio, Karolina Kurkova—the squad of 
winged babes known as the Victoria's Secret 
Angels is strictly varsity. In 2008 Dutch treat 
DOUTZEN KROES joined the team. 
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THOMAS HOOGES (Л 


Fact: It's not (always) ille- 
gal for a woman to bare 
her breasts in New York 
City. Taiwanese model 
C.C. WANG took full ad- 
vantage during Breast 
Cancer Awareness Month, 
with a shoot called Top- 
less in Manhattan. The 
middle photo was taken in 
front of the Crown Build- 
ing, home of Playboy's 

120 New York offices. 


It Ain't 
Harold 
Pinter, 
That's for 
Sure 


Another award- 
winning foreigner! 
This is either Brit- 

ish novelist Doris 

Lessing, winner 
of the 2007 Nobel 

Prize in Litera- 
ture, or Brazil's 
MELANIE NUNES 
FRONCKOWIAK, 
whose posterior 
was deemed the 
best inthe world 
at a recent 
pageant held by 
lingerie maker 
Sloggi. We 
always get those 
two confused. 
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Ceci N’est Pas un Pipe 

Who is EMMA DE CAUNES? In 1998 she won the César (France's Oscar 
equivalent) for meilleur espoir féminin (most promising actress) for Un 
Frére. And she's still wowing 'em today. This Paris flash may win her the 
César for meilleur mamelon (best nipple). Pierre here thinks so. 


VINCENT KESSLERADITERS (1) 


In Fighting Shape 

Next time you watch a boxing match, look for the Boxing Girlz, 
15 babes who act as mascots, ring girls and multiuse eye can- 
dy. They made their debut in December at Holyfield vs. Valuev, 
dressed in USA cheerleader outfits (for Holyfleld) and Red 
Army uniforms (for Valuev). DONNA DUKE Is their queen. 


LISA RINNA DANCES RIGHT OUT OF HER CLOTHES. THE SMART MONEY IS ON GRADY SIZEMORE. MARC ECKO BRINGS HIS STYLE TO OUR STUDIO. 
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